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your feelings in words, a gift 
Of smooth, satisfying 
Johnnie Walker Red Scotch 
can say all you ever 
wanted to say...and more. 
This gift has never left 
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_ And the message always comes 
across smooth and clear. 
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by just saying “Scotch? 
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PLAYBIL MAN, SO THE SAYING GOFS, Was invented because God was disappointed with the monkey. This is 
probably not true, but even if it is, the improvement is dubious. But here we are, for better or lor 
worse, and the fact remains that we evolved from something that was not as handsome, culate or suave as we are. 
What, in fact, was this something, this first blushing creature to emerge from the swamp? Nobody knows for sure, but in 
recent years paleontologists have been making some remarkable breakthroughs. To report on these and to generally 
explore the ooze whence we all came, Richard Rhodes traveled 9000 miles to Africa. Back in 1957, when Rhodes was but 
college sophomore in search of adventure, he wrote to the late great Louis Leakey for a job and passage to Kenya. 
Leakey responded in the negative, so Rhodes stayed in college, harboring a quiet but gnaw [teen ye 
later, we sent him to Kenya, where he viewed, among other phenomena, the skull of what is now considered to be the 
first human being. “When I saw the skull in its white case in that dilapidated museum in Nairobi," Rhodes reports, “the 
t thing I thought of was the moon rocks and how so much time had passed, how so much had happened in those 
$,000,000 years.” In Goodbye to Darkest Africa, brought to visual life by artist Charles Lilly, Rhodes captures the 
mysteries that still lurk in man's first neighborhood. 

Speaking ol the great mystery that is man, we were wondering whatever became of Mason Hoffenberg, co-author of 
the mock-porno best seller Candy. It’s been 15 years now since that epic Southern-Hoffenberg collaboration and, al- 
though we've kept tabs on Southern, Hollenberg has somehow managed to clude us. Keeping tabs on people whom 
mere mortals have long since forgotten is one of the chief sports of the magazine editor. Nobody escapes us and gets 
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away with it. So we put ex-underground newspaper editor Sam Merrill on the Holfenberg case, and after wading 
through piles of New York dental records. our man found Hoffenberg dwelling obscure and forgotten in Woodstock, New 
York. Mason Hoffenberg Gets In a Few Lick ated by Robert Grossman, is the result. Hoffenberg and Southern, it 
seems, aren't—or haven't been—on the best of t . "Alter I finished the piece," Merrill reports, “I met Mason in New 
York and we got twisted, went to the theater and ran smack into Terry Southern, When they saw each other, they 
squared off and a crowd gathered. Mason did Henry Armstrong putting up his dukes and Terry did Kung Fu, and 
the crowd went wild. Then they kissed.” 

Our lead fiction, The Night Surgeon, by Robert Chatain, is a horrifying tale of a man who develops myst 
on his body overnight. You may need a night light after ag it. Less alarming, but no less interesting, 
Gold's San Francisco Petal, illustrated by Sam Parker, and Jamaican Holiday by Elliott Arnold. 

‘To blow holes in some of the great myths of our time, we hired two of the world’s sharpest essayists. Author-critic 
V. S. Pritchett, in The Ignoble Nobel, shows us how the venerable Swedish Academy has missed the boat over the years; 
and Garry Wills, in Ten Years After, shatters a lew of our favorite illusions about Kennedy's Camelot. 

On the lighter side in this issue are two pieces. Larry Siegel's parody, entitled Last Polka in Albania, raises the sex of 
Last Tango in Paris, which Pauline Kael called the greatest artistic event since Le Sacre du Printemps, to the Keystone 
Comedy level, where some say it belongs. On a more deadpan level is Bruce McCall's Project Superscrooge, which 

ntroduces the latest developments in low-budget armament. 

In keeping with our concept of writing on the installment plan, we bring vou Part IV of Playboy's History of 
Organized Crime, by Richard Hammer. This month we follow our organized ¢ als through one of their most 
overwhelming traumas—the Castellammarese wars. In Part H of Sexual Behavior in the 1970s, Morton Hunt discusses 
changed attitudes on premarital sex since Kinsey days. In light of the new Supreme Court decisions on рогпорі aphy, 
attitudes may be changing even further. Sex in Ginema—1975, by Arthur Knight, and the accompanying ten pages ol 
pictures, may document the end of an era. No one knows for sure how far the erotic rollback is likely to go, but while 
we're waiting to see, take a long look ohn Derek's pictorial on lovely Ursula Andress. You'll also find out what’ 
in the current state of the stogie in Michael S. Lasky's A New Leaf, rolled in accompanying pictures b 
actress Anne Randall. Remember what Kipling once said: “A woman is only a woman, but good ci; 


ious scars. 


cadi re Herbert 


new 
Playmate- 
Smoke. 


vol. 20, no. 11—november, 1973 


PLAYBOY. 


CONTENTS FOR THE MEN'S ENTERTAINMENT MAGAZINE 


PLAYBILL.... cr TEES 
DEAR PLAYBOY 5 شا‎ Нез zm) 
PLAYBOY AFTER HOURS i re wel. TO) 
HOTELS a RISE T = . 20 
RECORDINGS. EE a —— EY: 
тие BOOKS |... " — — = 34 
МОМІЕЅ = AN. — 46 
MUSIC 50 
EXPERIENCES _ = Zu AY Ls 220460. 
THE PLAYBOY ADVISOR — see - З 65 
THE PLAYBOY FORUM s 71 
SEXUAL BEHAVIOR IN THE 1970S —article — MORTON HUNT 74 
PLAYBOY INTERVIEW: JAMES DICKEY —cendid conversation вт 
Skin Game 
THE NIGHT SURGEON fiction = - ROBERT CHATAIN 96 
MASON HOFFENBERG GETS IN А FEW LICKS— personality. SAM MERRILL 100 
ENCORE— pictorial گ2‎ 102 
BOTTLE STOPPERS!— modern Шміта. z TE) 
PROJECT SUPERSCROOGE—humor __ - BRUCE McCALL 115 


GOODBYE TO DARKEST AFRICA —arti 


RICHARD RHODES 120 


LAST POLKA IN ALBANIA—parody LARRY SIEGEL 123 
UBIQUITOUS MISS—ployboy's playmate of the month e 124 
PLAYBOY'S PARTY JOKES—humor м 132 
SAN FRANCISCO PETAL-— fiction HERBERT GOLD 134 


THE SKIN САМЕ—е! 


ROBERT 1. GREEN 137 


PLAYBOY'S HISTORY OF ORGANIZED CRIME— article RICHARD HAMMER 143 
JAMAICAN HOLIDAY—fiction, z ЕШОТТ ARNOLD 147 
SEX IN CINEMA —1973— pictorial essoy z ARTHUR KNIGHT 150 


Ursula Reprised 
THE POTTER AND THE WIDOW —ribold clos: 


Lm € 161 


THE IGNOBLE NOBEL—opinion ___ 3 У. S. PRITCHETT 163 


A NEW LEAF— modern living __ MICHAEL S. LASKY 165 


TEN YEARS AFTER—opi — GARRY WILLS 169 


ОМ THE SCENE— personel 


PLAYBOY POTPOURRI um 222 


Cinema Sex P. 150 LITTLE ANNIE FANNY— sé 


-HARVEY KURTZMAN ord WILL ELDER 255 


GENERAL OFFICES: PLAYBOY BUILDING. 019 NORTH MICHIGAN AVE. CHICAGO. ILLINOIS 10611. RETURN POSTAGE MUST ACCOMPANY ALL MANUSCRIPTS. DRAWINGS AND PHOTOGTATIS 
SUBMITTED IF THEY APE TO BE RETURNED AMO NO FESPONSIMILITY CAN BE ASSUMED FOR UNSOLICITED MATERIALS ALL RIGHTS IN LETTERS SENT TO PLAYBOY WILL 
BE TREATED AS UNCONDITIONALLY ASSIGHED FOH PUBLICATION AND COPYRIGHT PURPOSES AND AS SUBJECT TO PLAYBOY'S UNRESTRICTED RIGHT TO EOIT AND T> 
COMMENT EDITOMALLY. CONTENTS COPIRIGNT € 187i 87 PLAYBOY. ALL FIGHTS RESERVED. PLATBOY ANO RABBIT MEAD SYMBOL ANE MARKS OF PLAYBOY. WELISTEREO U S 
PATENT OFFICE, MARCA REGISTRADA, MARQUE DEF MAY GE REPRINTED IN WHOLE OR IN PART wm MISSION FROM THE PUBLISHER. ANY SIMILARITY 
BETWEEN THE PEOPLE AND PLACES IN THE PI ION Im IMIS MAGAZINE AND ANY REAL PEOPLE AND PLACES IS PURELY COINCIDENTAL CREDITS: COVER: 
MODEL PLAYMATE/ACTRESS ANNE RANDALL PHOTOGRAPHY BY MARO CASILLI. OTHER PHOTOGRAPHY BY: DON AZUMA, P 147: GILL ARSENAULY. Р 145, THE SLTTHANN ARCHIVE. NC. P. 5 
©нттттоизє BOOKS. INC.. P. 3 ALAN CLIFTON, г 3. JEFF COHEN. F- 3. LINDA DEREN, P, 3; CARL Ul, Р. 3; M. Y. DALY REWS PHOTO. Р. 144: JONN ORLAMDELLO, P. 5, 4. BARRY O'ROURKE, P 3 
(2). POMPEO POSAR. Р. 3. SUZANNE SEED, P. э VERNON L SMITH, P. 3 (3): MORT TADDER P. 3. UP I. P. 145. P. ха. © 1971 BY ROBERT ADELMAN, REPRINTED BY PERMISSION GF SIMON & 
SCHUSTER ING. P. 190-198 FHOM THE COLLECTIONS OP: LOWALYH BAKER. JOHN BRYSON (2). LEONARD DE тл мү / SYGHA, LOUIS GOLDMAN / RAPHO ойл METTE, JOKER HAMILTON GLOBE, MEARS 
RLMEWETT. CARL IRL. THOM JACKSON /GLONE. CHARLES MOORE, ALAN PAPPE | LEE GROSS. PETER PAGH. MARIC-ALENA PRIME, TAZIO SECCHAROLI /JOCELYNE BENZAKIM, U РА. MARRY WOWCHUK 


73. VOLUME 20, MUNBE® Ti. PUBLISHED MONTHLY BY PLAYEOY. IN NATIONAL ANO REGIONAL EDITIONS PLAYROY BUILDING, D9 AORTH MICHIGAN AVENI 
Ceza ILLINOIS EDEN SECOMEACLASS POSTAGE PAID AT CHICAGO, ILLINOIS, AND AT ADDITIONAL MAILING OFFICES. SUBSCRIPTIONS: IN THE UNITED STATES. 310 FOR ONE TEAN 


People either ask for Beefeater, 
or they ask for gin. 


PLAYBOY 


Experience. It shows. 


Experience is what separates the men from the boys. Especially in automatic 
exposure cameras 

After all, it takes a lot of practice to make automation reliable in something 
as small and sophisticated as a fine camera. 

Well, nobody has more experience than Konica. 

The Konica Auto-S rangefinder cameras were introduced more than a 
decade ago. And immediately proved that automation wasnt the exclusive 
province of the novice. v 

Then Konica introduced the first automatic-exposure pocket-sized range- 
finder 35, the C-35. And the first automatic-exposure professional single-lens 
reflex, the Autoreflex. 

Now anyone can have automatic exposure 35mm photography. The profes- 
sional, the amateur and casual picture taker. With Konica's extensive experi- 
ence to back them. And razor-sharp Hexanon lenses up front. All at prices 
that anyone can afford. So goto your Konica dealer and see the difference 
experience makes. Or write for detailed literature. 

Konica Camera Co, Woodside, New York 11377. In Canada Garlick Films Ltd.. Toronto 
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Makers of world-famous 
Sakura Color Print Films. 


Konica. The world’s most experienced automatic cameras. 
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POWER A 


This is the new 911 Carrera. Bred onthe hair- 
pin curves and 200-mile-an-hour straight- 
aways of the most demanding racetracks 
in the world. Carrera carries the largest 
Porsche 911 engine ever sold in this coun- 
try. A 2.7 liter. Without a doubt, Carrera is 

к Porsche engineering at its finest. The same 

> ingenious Porsche engineering that brings 


“ы ч 


you Carrera for '74, also brings you the 
Porsche 914 2.0. It's powered by the biggest 
engine in the 914 series. A 2.0 liter engine 
that Porsche engineers took almost 2 years 
to develop. The 914 2.0. The mid-engine 
coupe with the precise, quick handling 
you'd expect froma car designed by Porsche. 
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Dan Post from Acme. 


Because theres a lot of 
theWestin all of us. 


The West is more than just a 
place on the map. It’s a way of thinking. 
A way of living. And boots have 

become a symbol of that life style. 

A lot of things have changed 
about the old West. But boots are still 
a way of life for a man like you. Wher- 
ever you live. We know because we're 
Acme. We make boots. All kinds of 
boots. And more people wear our 
boots than any other brand. 

The five boots grouped together 
are from our Dan Post" collection. If 
you've never worn these boots, you 
owe it to yourself to try them. They've 
got the kind of workmanship and 
leathers you'd expect to find in hand- 
pegged, custom-made boots. And 

B they're not just for show, You can do 
| anything in them. Wear them anywhere. 
- Chances are you already know 
2 about Acme Westerns. Like the pair 
© in front. They re authentic. Styled like 
boots were in the old days. But today 
_ we make them even better. We also 
make Hawkeye" for hikers and 
campers. And we've used our western 
| savvy to make Dingo”, the fashion 
look for Dingomen. 

A man like you knows what 

ОС good boots are all about. We wouldn't 
ЩЩ have become the biggest bootmaker 
© in the world if you didn't 


Acme Boot Company, Inc.. 
Clarksville, Tenn. 37040. A subsidiary 


Ss of Northwest Industries, Inc. 
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A STAR IS PORN 

Your pictorial essay Porno Chic 
(ptavnoy. August) is the best thing I've 
ever seen between your covers. Your 
photographs are especially outasight. 
‘The trouble is, considering the Supreme 
Court's. recent ruling "o may 
soon describe what might happen to you 
and your incomparable photography if 
you continue to publish pictures of such 
explicitness. 


Don D. Garland 
Omaha, Nebraska 


1 enjoyed Bruce Williamson's informa 
tive and well-written essay, Porno Chic, 
but Em afraid that the only conclusion I 
could come to regarding hard-core mov- 
ics is that people like Gerard (Deep 
Throat) Damiano don't know what sex 
is really all about. 

David M. Arnold 

Sacramento, California 


As а longtime connoisseur of cod 
was literally drooling while 
bout porno star Johnny Wadd’ 
inches. Learning of Marc Stevens’ nine 
inches also got me excited. The most 1 
have ever seen or had the pleasure of ac 
commodating is about seven inches. But 
of all the genital giants you could have 
photographed, you chose the average- 
ppendaged Harry Reems for your exclu- 
sive full-frontal nude male photograph. 
I'm disappointed. 
Ann Wilson 
Los Angeles, California 


Thanks for acknowledging women's 
lib and the fact that girls enjoy PLAYBOY, 
100. I'm referring to your. wowic, zowie, 
well-hung pinup of Reems. What a treat! 

Jackie Lou Cooke 
iamsburg, Virgi 


As an ex-porno star who was nomi- 
rd at the 


nated for the Golden Dildo Aw 
New York Erotic Fil 

How me to thank you for Porno Chic. As 
a result of my onscreen activities, there 


perversion and with oral copulation. I 
am also connected with Tom Parker's 
se, which Williamson mentions in his 
artide. My purpose is to inform you of 
my intention to return to the 0.5. and 


face the courts. 1 hope to be able to clear 
myself so that I may continue to commit 
oral copu but in the privacy of my 
own bedroom exclusivel 
Jason Yukon 
Frankfurt, Germany 


Г more than identified with Porno 
Chic, having been a hard-core movie ac- 
tress for some time now. Since your last 
mention of me in your October 1971 pic 

The Porno Girls, 1 have been 
arrested and prosecuted twice and can- 
not return to the U.S., because my visa 
was denied. For the "crime" of acting in 
a sex movie, I am an “undesirable per- 
son" to your State Department, which 
further daims that my “entry [into Amer- 
ica] is a danger to [its] welfare, safety 
and secur 


Wieternik 
nkfurt, Germany 
Yukon, known professionally as Jason 
Williams, and Miss Wielernik starred 
together in the blue scifi parody "Flesh 
Gordon.” 


IN YOUR VERY EXTENSIVE AND GENERALLY 
WELLRESEARCHED PIECE ON PORNO, WIL- 
LIAMSON WRITES THAT JAMES BUCKLEY 
IS THE INVENTOR OF THE “PETER METER. 
THIS 15 TO CORRECT YOU THAT 1 AND 1 ONLY. 
AM SOLE CUSTODIAN AND PROPRIETOR OF 
THE PE METER. I AM LOOKING DOWN 
AND VERIFY IT ONCE MORE. PLEASE MAKE 
IMMEDIATE CORRECTION OR THE WRATH OF 
" SHALL BE WKOUGHT UPON THEE. 

ALG 


LDSTEIN 
NEW YORK, NEW YORK 
We stand erected. 


SOUNDS OF SILENCE 
Jack Denton Scou's Journey into Si- 
lence (PLAYBOY, August), which de- 
scribes the author's voyage to a lost arctic 
lake, is one of the most refreshing articles 
I've ever read. The feeling of tranquillity 
it generates is a rare treat in this hurry 
up society of ours, Scotts descriptive 
powers are marvelous. "Thank you for 
publishing such a pleasurable piece. 


J в 
Lakewood, Colorado 


1 am one of those who rarely write to 
express their feclings, but after reading 
Scout's Journey into Silence and expe- 
riencing its sensations, 1 find that I have 
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to say something, though words are 
quate. The joy of imagining myself in 
the virgin arctic is impossible to de- 
scribe. So reluctant was 1 10 return to the 
real world that 1 was compelled to read 
Scott's work again. I rest contented. 

Larry Daniel 

Eatonton, Georgia 


One expects any story or article cen- 
tered on adventure to feature action, 
color. drama, and so on, but Journey into 
Silence has something more. It is in turn 
reflective, nostalgic and exultant. It is 
istry of a very high order. 

Howard La Pray 
Minneapolis, Minnesota 


POLISH TRIBUTE 

Thanks to Richard Lourie for his 
brilliant Next Train to Warsaw? 
(rLaynoy, August). As an instructor of 
Polish history and a visitor to Poland, I 
felt my sentiments confirmed by Lourie’s 
story. I can't remember reading a more 
eloquent tribute to the freedom-loving 
people of Poland. Lourie made me both 
laugh and cry, but mostly he made me 

member. 


ale 


Judith Zak 
Cleveland, О! 


JUST VISITING 

1 was honored that Richard Warren 
Lewis recognized me as a Monopoly- 
trivia expert in his fine article on 
championship Monopoly, Showdown on 
Boardwalk (ptaysoy, August). It is in 
that capacity that I must inform you that 
one of the Monopoly marathon records 
chronicled in Lewis’ piece has been bro- 
ken. The underwater record of 50 hours 
established by a DeMolay fraternity in 
Orlando. Florida, in 1972. was surpassed 
on June 4, 1973, by 87 scuba divers at the 
Y. M.C. A. in Granite City, Hlinois, who 
played for 57 hours. In the progress of 
the game. two other world's records were 
established. A team-du ecord, with 
all participants remaining underwater 
without surfacing, was set at 12 hours, 45 
minutes. And Don DiGirolamo set an 
individual standard by remaining sub- 
merged for 15 straight hours. 
e Alber 


New York, New York 


It is obvious to any psychologist cur- 
rent with the literature that Rosenberg's 
loss to Naftaly, chronicled in Showdown 
on Boardwalk. was brought on by a case 
of 24-hour monopolosis. The malady w 
first brought to light in the 1971 World 
Series of Monopoly and has since been 
under study by a team of Detroit re- 
searchers, In Rosenberg’s case, the symp- 
toms were classic. After his semifinals 
over Schaefer, Rosenberg chalked up 
tory to "luck." Yet, in prefmals 
trading, he took an aggressive tack: He 
revealed an abnormal anxiety to get trad- 
ing going and later, in absolute [rust 


his vi 


n with his opponents he became 
unable to deal seriously. In the end of 
pregame trading, he ended up with yel- 
lows, lavenders and railroads, none of 
which are status symbols. Then, in a 
futile attempt to gain status, he took the 


his token and, in addition, depleted his 
cash revenues. Consequently, the win was 
not, as y claimed, “all in the w 
but, rather, all in Rosenberg's head. 
Dr. Joyce Brothers 
New York, New York 
PLAYBOY thanks the redoubtable Dr. 
Brothers for her provocative analysis and 
awards her a purple monopoly. 


GONE BUT NOT FORGOTTEN 
Folio, the magazine for magazine man- 
gement, recently published—or. more 
accurately, tried to publish—a pictorial 
essay featuring the 1973 winners of the 
Society of Publication Designers annual 
show. PLAYBOY won three ol its awards, 
but, unfortunately, the тез print- 
er—Brown Printing Company of Wase- 
ca, Minnesota—refused to. print two of 
them. Your illustration of Dan Green- 
burgs December 1972 article, My First 
Orgy, was one of the winners conspicuous 
by its absence. 


lichael S. Lasky 
New Canaan. Connecticut 
Lasky, formerly a contributing editor 
of Folio, is author of “A New Leaf.” 
which appears on page 165 of this issue. 
For frustrated Fol 
the offending org 


WHY WERE WE IN VIETNAM? 


Your August interview with David 
Halberstam is one of the hest ever. 
Ernie Moorad 


Brooklyn, New York 


After reading your Halberstam inter- 
view, 1 understood why the Vietnam war 
lasted as long as it did. To me, Halber: 
stam and others of his ilk not only arc 
guilty of parroting Hanoi's line but are 
basically responsible for the long-drawn- 
out war and 46,000 American war dead, 

James L. Pearl 

Los Angeles, Ca 


Halberstam's analysis of America's na- 
tional leaders and foreign policies is 
brutally accurate. He understands. the 


importance of the adversary in American 
lile and has had the guts to be one. But, 
unlike many critics, he draws a line be- 
tween the skeptic and the cynic. This, to 
vitally important. There is hope for 
America. Government can be clean and 
responsive. But that hope rests with those 
who aren't afraid to be positive. 

Walter J. Hickel 

Anchorage, Alaska 

As the Secretary of the Interior who 

stood up to President Nixon and lost his 
job as a consequence, Hickel knows 
whereof he speaks. 


Halberstam's analysis of several prob- 
lems facing us is both cogent and timely, 
and I find myself in agreement. with 
much of what he says. As Halberstam 
implies, the complexities and tensions of 
modern society require а Chief Execu- 
tive with wide authority. But such reali 
ties do not require the magnification of an 
ordinary human being, which most Presi- 
dents obviously are, into a facsimile. 
or caricature—of. Louis XIV. There is 
Iso the need to shrink drastically Ex- 
ecutive confusion in regard to “national 
security." This term now embraces not 
only the basic interests of the Amer 
people but every foreign enterprise 
tiated by the Executive, every military 
program, regardless of 
every revelation of 
or military 
or reclec 


ection 


el lent. 
Charles W. Yost 
New York, New York 
Yost is former chief U.S. Representa- 
tive to the United Nations. 


SENSE AND NONSENSE 
Loudon Wainwright's short opinion 
piece (Heroic Nonsense, PLAYBOY, Au 
gust) on Nixon speechwriter Patrick Bu- 
chanan is great. It is good to know that 
there are writers and publishers still 
around who aren't afraid to call a bunch 
of bullshit exactly what it is. 
Ted Hall 
Des Moines, lows 


Wainwright's opinion is perhaps one 
reason Buch 
Americ: 
dupes, li 


a, myself and a few other 
that some journalists are 


fe 


rs or both. 
Bob Bell 


Louisville, Kentucky 


CRIME 
Richard Hammer's first 
Playboy's History of Or 
(August) is very well Чоп 
the country should be aw: 
ground information. 
Representative Jack Brooks 
U.S. House of Representatives 
Washington, D.C. 


AGAINST HUMANITY 


tallment of 
ganized Crime 
- Everyone in 
re of this back. 


As a member of the House Judiciary 
Committee and of the House Select 
Committee on Crime, which has just 


Introducing 
. the best 
injector shave 
of your life! 


Single blades 
are out. 


The first twin blade for 
your injector razor is in! 


TRAC I Twin Injector Blades. 


Gillette introduces the biggest Because two blades shave better than 
improvement in injector shaving since опе, the result is extra closeness with safety 
the invention of the never before possible. 


injector razor. po л 
Я 
ТА d 


These specially engineered 

1 twin blades actually fit 
right into your injector razor. 4 
As the first edge shaves, 
it lifts the whiskers so 


the second edge can 
shave it again, closer. 


Introducing the “‘first- 
take” battery cassette 
recorder from Zenith. The 
one that gets it right the first 
time. With permanent, 
integral Porta-Mike—no 
fumbling for the microphone 
jack. Plus Automatic Level 
Control, for practically 
distortion-free recording 
accuracy. And you can 
record directly from the 
built-in FM/AM radio, if you 
want. Hear The Centurion, 
model E623Y, at your 
Zenith dealer's. 


The quality goes in 
before the name goes 


completed a four-year study of crime 
in America, I am very hopeful that your 
1I-month report, Playboy's History of Or- 
ganized Crime, will significantly add to 
a better public understanding of what an 
enormous task it will be for this country 
to rid itself of the cancerous growth of or- 
anized crime. While our citizens and 
their elected representatives have looked 
the other way, organized crime has infil 
trated practically every major institution 
in this nation—induding the Govern- 
ment. I trust that you and your writer, 
Richard Hammer, will find nothing to 
glorify in a system that preys upon the 
defenseless, the inexperienced, the scared 
and, almost invariably, the poor. I ap- 
plaud your attempt to address what is 
perhaps one of the greatest evils in our 
societ: 


Representative Jermone R, Waldie 
U. S. House of Representatives 
Washington, D.C. 


The first installment of Playboy's His- 
tory of Organized Crime only made me 
hungry for more. I eagerly look forward 
to the remaining installments 
Mark К. Roberts 
Bellingham, Wash 


проп. 


PEPYS SHOW 
Marshall Brickman's August parody, 
Samuel Pepys in Funne City, is quite 
am Believe it or not Ive met 
Pepys—or his double—several times on 
our crowded streets. Brickman captures 
the type perfectly. 
David C. Berliner 
New York, New York 


TUNED IN 
Readers who enjoyed your August 
Playboy After Hours item about the 
Chattanooga radio station that sponsored 
the “Climaxing with t might. 
like to know that the same station is run- 
ning another giveaway. This one's being 
das “The Big Snatch.” 
Jerry McCollum 
Chattanooga. Tennessee 


vis" cont 


EEK VS. PLAYBOY 

In its July 23rd article Porn: The Vice 
Goes on Ice, Newsweek claims that your 
August issue may be “the raunchiest 
icc I had already read my Au- 
gust pravnoy and hadn't noticed this, 
I thought I'd better reread it to see 
what I had missed. I ended up rather 
puzzled. Your interview with David Hal- 
berstam was first-rate journalism and 
your other prose articles and fiction were 
excellent. The girls were as pretty as 
usual and sex was treated with the 
honest good humor that has helped make 
you famous. So I checked back to see why 
Newsweek had labeled the PrAvmov issue 
in ques the r 
pointed to your “totally nude cove 
Shucks, the July 16th bikin 


ever 


ame 


unchiest. Newsweek 


on 


week cover girl revealed as much. In fact. 

ewsweck's cover blurb, “Games singles 

play,” seemed far more suggestive than 

anything on PLAYBOY'S cover. Could it be 

that raunch is in the eye of the beholde 
Bob Gerber 

Greensboro, North Carolina 


HORROR STORIES 
Гот Griflin’s macabre August story, 
Flies, Snakes, Fat Benny, is superb. I am 
sure that Alfred Hitchcock, Rod § 
and, yes, even Edgar Allan Poe would 
admire Griffin's exciting style and crafts- 
manship. Thanks to PLAYmov and my 
congratulations to Griffin. 
Carrie Rudd 
North Myrtle Beach, South Carolina 


rling 


fin’s story is an insult to blue-col- 
ar workers. I have worked with and am 
friends with many factory workers and I 
find them capable of much more than, as 
Griffin writes, "latenight TV, first-posi- 
tion hohum sex and the dregs of count- 
less six-packs.” Griffin should experience 
life before he attempts to writ 
Russell J. B. 


North Las Vega 


TAPES JAPES 
Your August humor piece The Water- 
gale Tapes is very funny. I am curious to 
Jearn why you didn’t tell us the writer’s 
name, Whoever the author is, he should 
be commended—miaybe even indicted. 
James R. Wilson 
Milwaukee, Wisconsin 
The piece was a collaborative effort 
from the typewriters of PLAYBoy’s cra- 
ziest editors, 


MESSAGE FROM THE STARS 

In your August Porpourri column, you 
suggest that Star Trek's Captain Kirk 
would love the $200 microelectronic dig- 
ital desk clock from Georg Jensen. This 
hardly scems likel 
creator/producer Gene Rodden- 
y, time aboard the U. S. S. Enterprise 
was broken down into days and tenths of 


, for, according to Star. 


.6. Also, your clos 
line, “Is it time to blast off, Mr. Spock: 
could not possibly apply to the Ent 
prise. Since the ship was constructed in 
space and was not designed to land on any 
planet, it would never “blast off." Bé- 
sides, the Matter Anti Mater engines on 
the Enterprise did not. produce the cus- 
tomary rocket blast to which Walter 
Cronkite has made us so accustomed. 
Consider yourself chastised. 

Randall L. Cooper 

The Federation Archives 

Sunnyvale, California 

Mission accomplished, Randall. 


Here's 
Johnny! 


-- . ready for town and 
country in his suit of 
“Bullwhip Twill? fabric by 
Klopman. It’s got just the 
right amount of two-way 
stretch and just the right 
dash of handsome suede- 
like trim, Exclusively 

» designed Johnny Carson 
shirts and ties complete 
the wardrobe. At fine 
stores throughout the 
United States and Canada. 


Johnny Carson 
Apparet, Inc. 


The "Bullship Twill” 

fabric by 
is а 100% texturized woven 
Dacron® polyester. 
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Just look at this great selection of recorded entertainment — av: 
able in your choice of records or tapes! Just mail the application 
together with your check or money order for $1.00 to order your 12 
stereo tapes or records (be sure to indicate whether you want car- 
rides, cassettes, reel tapes or records). In exchange .. . 
You agree to buy just 10 more selections (at regular Club prices) 
in the coming two years ... апа усо may cancel membership any 
time after doing so. 
Your own charge account will be opened upon enrollment . . . and 
the selections you order as а member will be mailed and billed at 
the regular Club prices: cartridges and casselles, $6.98; reel tapes, 
$7.98; records, $4.98; ог $5.98... plus a processing and postage 
charge. (Occasional special selections may be somewhat higher.) 
You may accept or reject selections as follows: every four weeks 
you will receive a new copy of the Club's music magazine, which 
describes the Selection of the Month for each musical interest... 
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(Since you'll receive 13 informative magazines a year, you'll always 
be up-to-date on the most current hits.) 
+++ if you do not want any selection offered, just mail the response 
card provided by the dale specified (you'll have at least ten 
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~. if you want only the Selection of the Month for your musical 
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+++ if you want any of the other selections offered, 
them on the response card and mail it by the date specified 
++. and about four times a year, we will also offer some special 
selections (usually at a discount off regular Club prices), which 
you may reject by mailing the special dated form provided . . . Or 
accept by simply doing nothing 
You'll be eligible for our bonus plan upon completing your enroll- 
ment agreement — а plan which enables you to save at least 33% on 
all your future purchases. Act now! 
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New York, for Kentucky Straight Bourbon Whukey Made in U.S.A. SorMT Tobacco Company, Richmond. Va. 21224 


„_ ^ e 


You don't drink bar whiskey 
Sowhy smoke Dar wiley 


————. 


Introducing 
Old Grand-Dad Bourbon Pipe Tobacco, 


The good stuff you smoke. 


Our pipe mixture doesn’t just tell you 

the kind of whiskey it’s made with. 
It tells you the brand of whiskey $ 

its made with. 


Namely, The Good Stuff. 
Old Grand-Dad Kentucky Straight 3 £ 
Bourbon. M 7 > 
Our pipe mixture also tells you that e 
its made with 100% imported tobaccos. З 3 
Select, prime leaf tobaccos from Europe, 
South America and Africa. 1 
These tobaccos are aged slowly, gentled у 
and Cavendish cut. A 
Then laced with Old Grand-Dad p 
Kentucky Straight Bourbon. Ё 
"The result? E 


A truly premium pipe mixture. 

Old Grand-Dad Pipe Mixture. 

An uncommonly mild, 
uncommonly flavorful smoke, 
like nothing you've ever 
tasted before. 

Try a pouch. 

After all, you dont 
drink ordinary bourbon. 

So why smoke ordinary 
bourbon? 


PLAYBOY AFTER HOURS 


irtime European-style bicyde racing 

has crossed the Adantic, and a teen- 
ager’s match was recently held in Man- 
tan's Central Park. During the ra 
five competitors were mugged 
had their bicycles stolen. 


d] four 


A belletristic friend of ours sends 
the following literary tidbit: “Graham 
Greene came to lunch last Saturday, in 
a mood of happy delirium. A film of his 
Travels with My Aunt is playi 
Someone sent him a cutting from France- 
Dimanche wherein the film is advertised 
as Travels with My Cunt. ‘My first 
chance to outsell Harold Robbins,’ Gra- 
ham said happil 


Is nothing sacred? Buster Crabbe, who 
played Tarzin in many of the great 
Thirties jungle flicks, has confessed that 
neither he nor his predecessor, Johnny 
Weissmuller, cou Tarzam's pat- 
ented yell. "The studio had a recording 
of three men,” Crabbe revealed. "One a 
soprano, the second a baritone and the 
third a hog caller.” The three voices were 
blended mechanically, and out came Tar- 
trademark. 


d utter 


The price of meat being what it is 
these days, Ohio residents must have 
jammed the supermarket that, in a large 
display ad in The Lima News, ollered 
BIG JUICY KNOCKERS for 89 cents a pound. 


The Missouri legislature has passed a 
bill requiring the state to grant funds to 
localities forming public watersupply 
districts. The title of the bill was Senate 
Substitute for Senate Committee Substi- 
tute for House Substitute lor House Com- 
mitice Substitute for House Bill 657. 


Great moments in doctrinal history: 
From the New Catholic Encyclopedia, in 
a discussion of the c w aspects of 
consummating marriage, we learn 
“historically, with only rare exceptions, 
all canonists considered the presence of 
male semen [within the woman's vagina] 


that 


as essential for marriage. This view was 
officially sanctioned by the famous reply 
of Pope Sixtus V (1585-1590) to the Bish- 
op of Navarre: Cum Frequenter.” 


Wearing nothing but a sign on her 
back—boN'r ARREST МЕ, I'M EN ROUTE ТО 
ANALYSIS—a 25-year-old woman bicycled 
four miles through the business district of 
a St. Louis suburb in the middle of the 
afternoon. She was finally stopped by a 
duty-bound security guard while she 
cirded the county courthouse 


A belated salute to King Ibn-Saud of 
Saudi Arabia. From Leonard Mosley’ 
recently published Power Play, a worthy 
book about the politics of Middle Eastern 
oil, we learn that the spunky Saud, “from 
the age of 11 until a few weeks before his 
death in 1953 at the age of 72, had sexual 


relations with a different woman every 
ight, save during battles and while the 
pilgrimage to Mecca was in progress.” 


It's been a banner month for oddball 
business names, as the following sightings 
should indicate: In Portsmouth, Virginia 


there’s the Loving and Gay Funeral 


Home. Apopka, Florida, boasts a vegeta- 
ble processor called the Lust and Long 
Carrot Company. Boston has a Deathwish 
Piano Movers, and Grand Junction, Col 
orado, a Stiff Erection Company. And 
down in Florida, an 
junk yard does business under the name 
Oedipus Wrecks. 


Clearwater auto 


AU. P. I. feature on British prostitutes, 
as printed in the Ontario, 
Daily Report, told interested readers how 
they could identify London whores. “The 
inheritors of the grand wadition,” the 
paper revealed, “hide behind lighted 
doorbells, gesture from open windows or 
pee invitingly from doorways.” 


California 


The reading list for а summer school 
couse at the University of North 
lina included a book entitled The Ameri 


can Woman: His Changing Roles. 


Сато. 


At last, а Supreme Court obscenity in 
terpretation we 
ramento Bee, writing up the recent smut 
decision, defined the new test for obscen. 
ity as "whether the average person, apply- 
ing contemporary community standards, 
would find that the work, taken аз а hole 
appeals to prurient interest: 


an understand: The Sac 


Johnny Miller, surprise winner of the 
U.S. open golf championship, honored а 
long-standing commitment and played in 
a tournament in Landover, Maryland, 


just one day after his open victory. As 
The Washington Post headlined his show- 
must-go-on performance: TIRED, 
MANAGES û 


MILLER 


In the introduction to a catalog accom: 
panying an exhibition of prints by an 
artist named Karl Fortess, we found the 
following appreciation. 


which we read 


with mounting disbelief, until w 


en 
countered the signature of sportswriter 
humorist Heywood Hale Broun: 

he work of Fortess the artist bright- 
the mansions of the great as it 


ens 
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lumines the shadowy interiors of the 
huts of the humble, b of Fortess 
the man, the limner behind the limnin| 
“Even to those who have long known 
this inscrutable figure, the task seems as 
impossible as to play the etchings of Rem. 
brandt on the violin, to perform The a 
of Fugue with a lithographer's pencil. 


is to sculpt a refulgent cloud with a ee 


usant corpo 
the twinkling of an eye, а somnambul 


For want of anything better to do, 
the good citizens of Victor 
recently held their Third First An- 
nual International Armadillo Con. 
position—three days of 
contests, dedicated 
g and unstructured hell 
It was truly a Texas bash: more 
п 10.000 people, old and young, 


im- 
beer 


s- 


cowboy d 
long:hairs, local 
[ nd out- 


oftown college 
students, harmo- 
niously guz 


cents 
а I?-0unce cup— 
and carousing to 
the music of 
bands playing 
everything from 
rock 10 rankest 
hillbilly. 

What gave the 
exposition its 
only semblance 
of order was the 
loosely followed 
schedule of 
wh 


sical events 
that often as not 
(if they were 
held at all) re 
sulted in some 
new and exotic 
world’s record. Th for in- 
stance, The World Championship 
Armadillo Race, which drew 80 con- 
restants at 7 "Аа" and was 
won by "on a” named Juan 


de Monte-Longo, entered. by owner 
wainer-manager Chicken Mendez. He 
or she, bragged Mendez. afterward. 
"broke all existing records—whatever 


they were" Another big event was 
The World Championship Armadillo 
Throw (for ladies or anybody who 
looks like onc. The program ex 
plained that past contestants had 
thrown such things as "plates, fits 


E tamrums, whiskey and up," 
and that contest proceeds would go 


cers, 


THREE DAYS AT THE ARMADILLO RACES 


grant—at one 
at 


moment 
ıd concomit; 


con- 


never a pedant yet sometimes а postulant, 
a despiser of the sycophant, something of 
a hierophant, ready for service as ser; 
or commandant, ends, oddly, as а m 
lous equant, a veritable 
ties which might be called 
the term had not already been applied 
to so many whose versatility is that of 
the mendicant secking favor on many 
corners, or that of a supplicant with 


^to the memorial fund for the liule 
kid and the old lady that got hit by 
last year's flying simulated armadillo 
(a weighted football." Once more a 
world’s record was ostensibly set. but 
n the excitement, nobody remem- 
bered to jot down the winner's name. 
The World Championship Beer Can 
mash ended indecisively when the 
mallet broke, but 
Ihe Miss Vacant 
Lot of the World 
Ext 


amed (she said) 
Modine Gunch, 
who may (or 
not) have bal- 
need on o 
hand while tw 


nga Hula-Hoop. 

h her foot. 
The judges, who. 
by that timc 
could barely find 
their faces with 
their beer cups. 


xplained: "Sl 
had on a halter 
top and r 
skimpy little 


pants. No one is 
really sure sl 
stood on 
nd. She 
she did and we took her word for it." 
According to confab chairman Fred 
Armstrong, the only sour note during 
the three-day beerathon was sounded 
by local sheep farmers. who 
plained that “there was too 
purty young girls in town for t 

a time, and the sheep was geu 
hst 


her 


com- 
many 
» long 


п next 
t Second Annual 
onal Armadillo Confab and 
xposition. Said Armst 
gentle belch: e of you all might 
is much of an 


a mechanically variant plea. When you 
travel with Karl Fortess there is only one 
way to go—en avant! 


In Kuala Lumpur, Malaysia, according 
to the Associated Press, an undertaker 
was fined $12 for trespassing in a hospital 
and selling coffins to patients. 


A medical show we're sorry we missed. 
as listed in Star Week Toronto TV 
supplement, was The Beaver Transplant. 


Stern warn 
uted at Hlinoî 


from a bullet 
Scott. Air 


will be necessary for 
nel or depend 
have 


person- 
s requiring passports to 
certified birth-certificate copy as a 
on of citizenship. The original 
birth certificate will not suffice.” 


HOTELS 


Silhouctted by 
gy moun 
po on the coast of cent 
gaudy pink-andavhite 
Madonna Inn (Highway 101 
Road) looks like a bad dr 
Berkeley's. A 300acre comple: 
agerbread. spires, 
balear 


the 
nd Madonn 
n of Busby 


towers, 
ga landlocked. Missis 
sippi showboat tossed hopelessly olf course 
on a bed of rocks and boulders, it stands 
unchallenged as a masterpiece of kitsch. 

Motorists distracted from the nearby 
[m з Los Angeles and San 
Francisco ses through a 
rock-fortified Union 76 station, where i 
plitoon of pink-painted gas pumps stands 
senny. Then they pass the Madonna zoo, 
stocked with lions, bison, elk and show 
ponies. In the ution office, they 
study color photographs of the Iz 
rooms and 15 suites—each of them named, 
decorated. and laid. out dilferendy—and 
consider the more exotic possibilities for 
а one-night stand 

+ The Austio-] ian Suite, at 550 
a visit, which boasts a 76-ootlong living 
room, authe ique furnishings, im- 
ported lithographs and heavy damask 
draperies leading to twin balconies. 

+ The Caveman Suite, literally a cave 
. floors and shower 
ped. rocks. 


resem! 


у berwe 


mter the pres 


regist 


leopardskins cover the bed and 
А caw! door leads to the adjacent 
Daisy Mae Suite, another cave dis 
guished by a shower that gushes down 
jutting rocks апа abund 

+ The Flinstone Suite, whose appoint- 
waterfall bel the 
Jow 
life-sized replicas of TV cartoon 
acters Fred and Wilma Flintstone 

+ The Tall and Short Room, which 
offers mismatched partners a custom-made 


couch. 


ind 


ments include 


king-sized bed and a stained-glass w 


with 
ch 


A hot lather dispenser 
is only as good as the hot 
lather it dispenses. 


You can't get a great hot shave using ordi- 
nary shave creams. Because ordinary cold 
shave creams were never meant to heat up 

Only the Schick Hot Lather Machine” 
comeswithshave cream specially formulated 
for heating. Independent lab tests showed 
that Schick Hot Lather, when compared to 
Foamy, Rapid Shave, and Rise had 75% more 
body when heated and therefore doesn’t get 
runny.” 

Our new, improved lather is better than 
ever, and now comes in four super-flavored 
refills: Regular, Menthol, Lemon-Lime and 
sensuous new Herbal. They deliver luxurious, 
soothing barber shop shaves every morning 

So when you think of hot lather, think of 
Schick. 

And remember...a hot lather dispenser is 
only as good as the hot lather it dispenses. 


The Schick 
Hot Lather Machine. 
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bed five fect, six inches long on one side 
and seven fect long on the other. 

* The two-story, three-room Merry-Go- 
in which the walls, beds and 
1 circular. The visionary 
behind these fantasies come to life i: 
53-year-old Alex Madonna, a millionaire 
whose primary vocation is building shop- 

ing centers, highways, bridges, dams, 


ports. He has never adver- 
omerssince the Madonna Inn 
d in 1961. principally because word 
of mouth has understandably kept the 
pace at better than 90-percent occupancy. 
Despite the absence of swimming pools, 
nas, game rooms and the other typical 
ıs Americans expect from their mo- 
many of the suites are booked a yea 
ad most of them were first 


cocktail napkins. 

“Each room has for me the same char- 
acter as cli 
ambling by Madonna pink lampposts and 
Madonni-pink garbage cans as he begins 
а two-hour guided tour of the a 
dations—from the eight-foot сі 
the Morning Star Room to the stuffed 
trophy in the Buffalo Room to the water- 
tivated whecl in the Old Mill Room to 
the Mini-Maxi Room, where guests pay 
what th s worth—the morning 
The trek is a phantasmagoria of love 
letters embedded in see-through shower 
doors, sofas formed from tree trunks, 
sevendootlong bathtubs built for two, 
wine barrels converted into armoires and 
tables, American Gothic wastebaskets, 
door outdoor spiral staircases and 
pink cherubs wafting arrows of love. Not 
surprisingly, he takes particular pride in 
the N 1 Suite—memorable not only 

ig. walls, bedspread, towels and 
let paper all in the same pink hue but 
also for a shower that can accommodate 
four, and three polished-rock stool 
which, Madonna claims, are as popular 


Tront of е chiseled from a 45-ton 
boulde te gimmick is 
ed for the public men's room lo- 
cated one floor beneath the Wine Cellar. 
tors ng the stonefaced uri 
hit Leet across and ten 


feet high, 
turn activates a gurgling waterfall. The 
clfect is most conducive to the business at 
hand. The men’s room is so popular that 
liberated women are taken om guided 
‘iods of slow trafic. 

Like most visionaries, Madonna is al- 
ready thinking big for the future. On top 
of the 1300-foot mount mediately 
behind the inn, he hopes to reconstruct. 
a six-century-old English barn purchased 
from the Hearst Castle at San Simeon— 
another tourist attraction 40 miles to th 
north—and convert it imo a wedding 
chapel. He also talks about building an 
adjacent artificial lake around a 300- 
footlong har, reachable only by canoe: 
cantilevered cabins up and down the 
mountainside; a three-story fireplace that 
could burn a tall tree for a weck; and a 
е to dispense artificial snowilakes 
ar round. Then—maybe—he might 
Camelot complete. Reser- 
ions recommended: 805-543-3000. No 
credit. cards accepted. 


RECORDINGS 


Ir looks like him. or rather a miraculous- 
ly rejuvenated vision of his world-weary 
frame. The same high hard cheekbone 
the hooded brown eyes, the same thickly 
lower lip th 
squirming for close to a 
the same Ianguorously punky Cockney 
drawl when he talks. 

“Er, I've always listened a lot, and sung 
in the bath, Гуе always been around a lot 
of music,” says Mick Jagger's kid brother, 
stating the obvious as he runs his Jagger 
tongue along the leading edge of a roll- 
your-own cigarette paper. “This is like 
turing something passive into something 
active. A very natural progression, really. 
innit?” Chris Jagger, at 25, has launched 
а musical carce 

Not surprisingly, the process whereby 
all this was effected wasn't the usual busi 
ness of a few years’ roadwork, practice, 
equipment purchase, A&R mcn, agents, 
hookers, lawyers and wheeling and d 
ing, leading up to a record contract and 
X number of days and nights in a record- 
ing studio. "Its sort of like we came in 
the back door, y' know?" says Jagger the 
Second: He is referring to the fact that 
his album was made by the simple process 
of borrowing the Stones’ mobile studio, 
enlisting the support of musically in- 
clined friends and doing it. Not that it 
was easy; Е 
that 1 made because I was Mick's 
brother," Chris explains, "but we 'ad no 
fuckin’ money. We made it on a shoe- 
string, so we "ad none of the trappings 
ad a lot of difficulties. 1 mean, we didn 
ve a producer, the engineer was the 
tape operator. . . 2 


sensuou 


decade now, 


from it. “It’s all right to say 


Chris and his mates alone—and when the 
tapes were all finished and ready to be 
turned into an album, they gathered cob- 
webs at the Stones’ office for a full six 
months. “I don't think anyone took it 
very seriously,” says Chris. “So we decided 
to get out and do it ourselves. Which we 
did.” And that is why the album, Chris 
Jogger, is on the British GM label—or 
Asylum in the U. S.—not that of Rolling 
Stone Records. 
Irs a commen 


le first effort, а sen: 
tive and intelligent mélange of late- 
period rock styles (all the songs having 
heen written by Chris over a two-year 
period), sounding very litde like the 
Rolling Stones. Well, there are a couple 
of numbers that betray some indebtedness 
to the white-funk sound of the Greatest 
Rock"n-Roll Band in the World and. 
though Chris's vocal delivery is more airy, 
less dirty, than his brother’s, there is 
certain fraternal similarity. Chris's char- 
acterization of the album as "some things 
that ‘ave a liule thought behind ‘em, not 
just going on about lost women and all 
that crap" is, on the whole, accurate. No 
matter that it stands absolutely no chance 
of causing a commotion anything like 
that which surrounded the Stones in 62. 
“Back when the Stones started, it was 


ferent, ch? 
He is lou 
in GM's 


ging in a large leather chair 
Soho office, pulling on his ex- 


pertly homemade cigarette, and he is not 


enjoying himself. Like his brother, Chi 


Jagger is no enthusiast in matters of 
albumselling publicity and all it entails. 

“I wasn't that close to it to be jealous 
of Mick," he says, answering the obliga- 
tory question. "I mean, the fact that I'm 
almost five years younger—you're jealous 
of the fact that your brother "as girl- 
friends when you're 12, but I mean, it 
would be much worse if I was ‘is twin. 
brother or something like that, wouldn't 
02 I was never that jealous. 1 was 'appy 
to be included in the festivities—like, if 


How to choose a diamond 
now that youve chosen the girl. 


As the most enduring and bril- 
liant of all gems, the diamond is 
naturally the most perfect symbol 
of love. But no two diamonds are 
exactly alike. They vary in size, 
Shape, color and quality. Con- 
trary to first impressions, dia- 
mond value is not determined by 
size alone. 


COLOR: Most diamonds de- 
scribed as white have a slight 
tinge of color. Fine white dia- 
monds are quite rare and valued 
accordingly. Other shades in 
relative order of their worth are: 
blue, yellow, brown and black. 


CUT: The true beauty of a dia- 
mond can never be revealed until 
it is properly cut and faceted. 
The angle between any two facets 
must be accurate to within a half 
degree to bring out full fire and 
brilliance. Anything less than 
correct cut reduces beauty, bril- 
liance and value. 


CLARITY: The absence of flaws, 
cracks, carbon spots, clouds and 
other impurities determines the 
degree of clarity. A perfect dia- 
mond has no imperfections when 
examined under ten power mag- 
nification by a trained eye. 


SIZE: The measure for size is the 
carat with 100 points to the 
carat. As diamonds increase in 
size their price will increase at 
a much faster rate if the quality 
remains the same. But, a larger 
diamond of inferior quality may 
be worth less than a smaller 
diamond that is perfect. 
Keepsake gives you a written 
guarantee of perfect clarity, fine 
white color and correct modern 
cut, as well as permanent regis- 
tration, trade-in value and pro- 
tection against loss. 


Find your nearest Kcepsoke Jewclers in the 
Yellow Pages under "Jewelers" or simply dial 
free 800-243-6000. In Conn. 800-8; 


eepsake 
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HOW TO SELECT A DIAMOND RING |‏ 
Send new 20 pg. booklet and full color folder ex- |‏ 
Pleining how diamonds ere valued and how to |‏ 
plan your engagement and wedding Also 44 ро |‏ 
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BUILD YOUR OWN 
BELL&HOWELL 
SOLID-STATE 
25-INCH DIAGONAL 
COLOR TV! 


It's an enjoyable way to leam new skills that could 
launch you on a brand-new career in electronics! 


For free information, mail postage-free card today! 


A complete at-home 
learning program in 

home entertainment 
electronics! 


Get free information now aboutthis 
complete, learn-at-home program in home 
entertainment electronics prepared for you 
by skilled instructors at Bell & Howell Schools. 


Work on this exciting “hands on" project 
integrated into your leam-at-home program! 
As part of your program, you build yourself a 
Bell & Howell solid-state color television set. This 
important project gives you “hands on” experience with 
solid-state circuitry—the kind of practical experience 
you'll need to build a successful career. 


Attend special “help sessions" . . . talk to your 
instructors in person! 

If you'd like some personal advice at any 
point in your program, you can arrange to 
attend a special "help session" and talk over 
special problems with a qualified Bell & Howell 
Schools instructor. 


Master the most up-to-date 
solid-state circuitry 

As color TV moves more and more in the direction of 
total solid-state circuitry, you'll be thoroughly familiar with 
the most advanced "trouble-shooting" techniques for 
these sophisticated circuits. 


Fix stereo systems ... FM-AM radios .. 
phonographs .. . tape recorders 

The thorough knowledge of electronics you gain from 
completing this course and building your own color TV 
set will be enough to service almost any type of home 
entertainment electronic device—even some that aren't 
on the market yet! 


Find out how to earn extra part-time income —or start 
your own business! 

We'd like to tell you all about this fascinating elec- 
tronics program... and how you could build yourself a 
new future —full or part-time. Mail the attached card today 
so that our Bell & Howell Schools representative can bring 
you all the facts you need without obligation. 


Exclusive Electro-Lab® electronics training system 
—yours to keep! 

To make sure you get practical experience with in- 
struments used daily by professionals, we've integrated 
into your program three precision instruments you as- 
semble yourself: a Design Console, an Oscilloscope and a 
Transistorized Meter. (See details at right.) 


For Free Information, 
Mail Card Today! 


“Electio-Lab" is a registered trademark ol the Bell & Howell Company. 


(measured 
diagonally) 


Detach 


postaqepaid 
ca 
bend mail 
for free 
information 
about... 


m Bell & Howell Solid-State 25-inch 
Diagonal Color TV: Ultra-rectangular 
tube * 25-inch picture measured diagonally • full 315 sq. 
inch viewing area = solid-state modular circuitry • 4 ad- 
vanced IC's * 100 transistors * 72 diodes • individual plug- 
in circuit boards - special UHF/VHF tuning features - 
built-in self-service components. 

= Design Console: “Breadboard” circuits without solder- 
ing for both solid-state and vacuum tube experiments * 
patented modular connectors * transistorized dual-range 
regulated DC power supply * 12.6 volt center tapped AC 
power supply * sine and square wave signal generator • 
test speaker. 


= Oscilloscope: Professional technician's diagnostic in- 
strument * 5-inch screen * wide-band * sharp screen 
images * calibrated for peak-to-peak voltage and time 
measurements * 3-way jacks for leads, plugs. wires. 


m Transistorized Voltmeter: Measures current, voltage, 
resistance on large dial • combines vacuum-tube volt- 
meter with multimeter * sensitive, 4-inch, jewel-bearing 
d'Arsonval movement. 


PLUS...with your first lesson, you get the Laboratory 
Starter Kit: a volt-ohm-meter (VOM) with design panels * 
modular connectors * experimental parts * battery power 
source. Gives you immediate “hands on” experience with 
your very first lesson. 


If card has been removed, write: 
An Electronics Home Study Schoo! 


DEVRY INSTITUTE OF TECHNOLOGY 


BELL e HOWELL SCHOOLS 


4141 Belmont, Chicago, Iiiinois 60641 524R 
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f; » Clarks DEEP COUNTRY ™ is 


the nearest thing to nature you'll 
a find outside of barefoot. Soft, 
y supple leather is hand sewn for 
snug comfort and genuine Ma- 
laysian crepe soles smooth out 
the ride. All enveloped in a 
chunky plantation crepe wrap- 
around, so you can walk right 
out in morning dew... through 
crispy or even melting snow... 
and stay comfortable. 


“Clarks DEEP COUNTRY ™ 


-Wedges you can stride in 

-.that look great with айг 

slacks that belong in your 
natural world. 


Hand sewn on the famous Clarks last, with 
Interlor arch support. For men, in Oakwood 
suede and brown т, about $32. For 

Navy ‘Suede and 
brown leather, about $30. 


at 
E ж 
ming Ric LAR ACE А 


Manufscturad World-Wide — Worn Everywhere 
For tha name ef your nearest store, call this fres number. Dial 800-447-4700 (In ЇН. 800-322-4400), 
М, 


Where-To-Buy-It? Use REACTS Card—Page 211. 


I went along to a few gigs and that. I 
used to jump around n enjoy it^ 

There are, of course, problems now. 
The critics won't need a great deal of en- 
couragement to e this lad on ac- 
count of his Һа it somewhat casicr 
than most. 

"It doesn't worry me," he declares 
when this point is raised. He is well 
aware that being closely related to the 
fabulous Mick increases his publicity 
lue—and, therefore. his chance of ma 
ing it big in the music business—cnor- 
mously. There'll be no working on some 
construction job during the day and play- 
ing a few gigs around the coffechouse 
circuit at night for this boy. As he says, 
with a grin—part wise but mostly cyni- 
cal: “If you wanna get into showbiz, 
then that's it, innit? That's what it's 
all about!” 


The Great Soloists Featuring Louis Armstrong 
1925-1932 (Biograph) is a smashing sam- 
pling of early Louis—then a trumpeter 
on the verge of greatness, whose sound 
was already formed into the pattern that 
was to becom ily recognizable as his 
photograph. Some of the musicians on th 
recording were famous in their own right 
at the time or were to achieve stardom 
Tater on, but none could come close to 
Armstrong (with the possible exception 
of Sidney Bechet) as a quintessential styl- 
ist. This isn't just musical arcana; it 
comes across as jazz of the highest order. 

Pianist Ellis Larkins has been a jazz 
name for 30-004 years now and there isn't 
the slightest sign that his formidable tal- 
ent has in any way abated. Larkins has 
always had a lyrical approach to the key- 
board and nowhere is it more apparent 
than on Ellis Larkins Plays the Bacharach & 
McKuen Songbook (Stanyan). He fills two 
LPs with some of the most sensitive 
sounds we've heard in a long time. With 
drummer Panama Francis and bassist 
Al McKibbon, Larkins swings sweetly 
through 26 of the composers’ best. An- 
other fine slice of Larkins is available on 
The Grand Reunion (Chiaroscuro), on which 
he once more teams up with trumpeter 
Ruby Brall (they first got together 18 years 
ago) for some hand-in-glove music-ma 
Braff, who is cast in the Bobby Hackett 
mold, provides the perfect counterpoint 
for Larkins as they drift dreamily through 
the likes of Fine and Dandy, Liza, Skylark, 
Easy Living and Love Walked In. A mar- 
velously relaxed session. 


Not too long before he died in 1949, 
the legendary Huddie Ledbetter gave a 
concert at the University of Texas. 
concert was recorded and is now avails 
for the first time as an album, Leadbelly 
(Playboy) is filled with the stuff that the 
legend was built upon. Leadbelly's voice 
had seen far better days, but the folk- 
blues giant could still mesmerize with 


The wind just kicked up. But you're too deep into each 
other to notice. 
White Puerto Rican rum won't break that mood. It's there, 
all right. But ever so quiet and discreet That's easy for white rum 
since it's lighter than the driest gin. And smoother than vodka. 
Lighter because no extra flavors are added. Smoother because it's aged 
in white oak casks for one full year...by Puerto Rican law. Little 
wonder it's something you can stay with. 
Add tonic, vermouth, soda or orange juice to 


white rum. Or add nothing — but yourselves. PUERTO RICAN RUM 


For tree recipe bock writ Dept P. 1290 Ave of the Americas NY... NY. 10019. ©1973 C atti ot Pues 
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It fits your body 
like a bucket seat. 


The Body Billfold is one 
billfold that won't lump and 
bump in your body-tailored 
.. , clothes, That's because 

Amity's Living Leather process 


makes hide flex like it's alive, 

And because their nylon stitching. 
and "sliding stay" construction 
make forlots of give and take. If 
you've taken enough lumps in your 
, life, take on a Body Billfold. It's 
slim, supple, and completely form- 
fitting. And once you've tried it, 
you won't sit still for anything less. 


©1972 amity Leather Products Company 
IDENTIFIER Eody Billlold in black or brown Briarwood Cowhide 
511-00. A collection of other tine leathers trom $6.00. Other Amity Body Billlolds to $22.50. If unable 
to finc a local Amity dealer, write Amity, West Bend, Wisconsin 53095. 


Welcome Skallorna. P 


The soft smoke 
from Denmark. 


Skallorna's unique 

process of triple 

blending naturally 
ripenedtobaccos has 
beenusedbythe same 

family of Danish crafts- 
men for almost 100 years. 
It's the reason why 
Skallornais mellow, fragrant; 
bite-free. In a word — soft. 


IMPORTED OANISH BLEND. 


MILD CAVENDISH MIXTURE 


NET WEIGHT 1% OZ 


Welcome Skallorna! 
æ The soft smoke from Denmark. 


the unadorned honesty of his vocalizing. 
Included is his big hit, rene Goodnight, 
plus such staunch old-timers as Rock Is- 
land Linc, Shine on Me, Skip to My Lou 
and John Henry. His college audience 
was obviously impressed by Leadbelly. 
Now, nearly 25 years later, you will be, too. 


happen that Aretha Frank- 
icy Jones would produce such 
album as Hey Now Hey (The 
Other Side of the Sky}? Atlantic records has 
always let Aretha experiment, although it 
seems dear to most of us that she does her 


and Tom Dowd in charge of production. 
Young, Gifted and Black showed her mov- 
ing capably into new areas and Amazing 
Grace may be the most exceptional Gos- 
pel album ever recorded. But this one, in 
its sometime ja 


scems trying to be everyone but herself 
she’s into the Roberta Flick mode 

Somewhere and the Ani ag 
Moody's Mood. The fire comes 


old 
through momentarily on That's the Way 
1 Feel About Cha, but this, like much of 


the disc, is marred by lapses in taste and 
editing, even with its fancy overdubbing. 
Lets get back to the r&b roots, baby, 
there's nothing there to be ashamed of. 


“Gimme an F.. -gimme aU... 
aC...gimme a K." Remember the 
cheer? Well, i€ you thought that 
pretty expressive of Country Joc 
ald's attitude toward things in 
‚ you ought to he 


gen- 
his attitudes 
rd things specific in Paris Sessions 


guard), Though this album won't get 

lay, Joe has ironically in- 
cluded three or four tunes in a Top 40 
In his best d.j. voice, he dedicates 


a tunc and tells his listeners when to turn. 


This isn’t underwear. 
It’s Dynamite. 


Exciting. Like underwear 
isn't. Made for wearing 
everyday. But bolder. 
Brighter. Not just colored 
underwear. But Dynamite! 
More masculine. 
Sensational next to your 
skin. In powerful colors. 
Explosive prints. 

Brash, blazing patterns. 
Comfortable. Like 
Munsingwear always is. 
For the man who takes 
everything he wears 
Seriously. 


amite. 


munsingwear& 


Where-To-Duy-l? Use REACTS Card—Poge 211. 


Nisus 


ered that Datsun saves... on 
gasoline, on parts, on serv- 
ice, on price. But the savings 
have just begun. 

For 1974 there are new 
ways to save, including thi 
new Datsun B-210. It takes 
the place of the old Datsun 
economy champion 1200 
which the Environmental 
Protection Agency said had 
the best gas mileage of any 
new car sold here. 

The new B-210 is bigger, 


heavier and more powerful 
than the 1200. Yet it still 
delivers great gas mileage, 
as a Hatchback, 2-Door or 
4-Door Sedan. 

Datsun saves your peace 
of mind, too. Our new B-210 
is just as uncomplicated as 
the 1200 was. Just as easy 
to own. Just as easy to oper- 
ate. And served by the same 
nationwide computerized 
parts distribution system. 

And Datsun saves money, 
too. The B-210 is still at the 


economy end of the Datsun 
line. Keep your eye on 
Datsun. There are going to 
be 13 new ways to save this 
year. All with Datsun's tradi- 
tional engineering excel- 
lence, economy car prices 
and more no-cost extras 
than you bargained for. 

e a Datsun, then de- 

before you buy a 1974 
car. Because Datsun has a 
very important difference. 
Datsun Saves. 


the record over. Aided by some fine back 
ing from his new All-Star Band (which 
includes three ladies), Joe plunges into 
his musical excor ons: the trite vio. 


lence of the movies. a harrowing yet 
funny story of a Colorado dope bust. a 


boiling-angry song called Sexist Pig 
("Нез a fool who thinks his tool is the 


РАТАТ Н ОТ 


revolution") and a tale of female oppres 
sion and retribution (Coulene Anne). 


Harry Trump was Zombies in a House of Madness isa тїгї. 
the most reasonable ЫШ сеу мш eR 
of bridge guests. dlc Ок олы 
He demanded SUC ошко 
only two things. ; O finally, there’ 
New cards and EarlyTimes. ees ans 
Emil Frostbutt knew this. 
On September 28,1972, the cards in Frostbutts |, the Lewermen must hve a ротай ог 
posh game room were still in the cellophane. sound the х a goods ever 
But the bourbon ..... АЕ 
for some never-to-be- E oe c NS ED 
determined reason, ae Rud ee НН 
Frostbutt had not = King, Jimmy Webb, Gil- 
ordered Early Times. DOS ыл ыы 
That night, for the jmpeccable taste 
first time in years, 
Emil Frostbutt played 
bridge o Harry. 
No EarlyTimes. 
No Trump. 


is turned out 


You better pick up on the newest by 
Commander Cody and his Lost PI 
Airmen. the most polished and joyful 
hoke band around. Country Casanova 
(Pavamount) has something for everyone: 
revivalist reckonings (Shall We Meci), 
«опара regional sentiment (My Window 
Faces the South), a jazzy jump uu 
“ıruckin'" and “fuckin” (Everybody's 
Doin’ П). Bill Kircher plays good lead 
but its Andy Si s fiddle and 
сз pedal steel and dobro that 
give this band its zap. Billy C. Farlow 
sings most of the lead vocals very well and 


the Commander himself is heard (rom in 


net 


- about 


the Тех Williams opus Smoke! Smoke! 
Smoke! (That Cigarette). There's a lotta 


good times here and a lona true grit 
Roger McGuinn (Columbia) sounds almost 
like the old Byrds again, and it proves 
and David Crosby can still get 
off together. Their vocal harmonies, par- 
ticularly in My New Woman (with Gene 
nd The Water Is Wide, are a joy. 
Jacques Levy collaborated with McGuinn 
in writing most of these songs. which em- 
brace everything from a fantastic cross- 
country drag r f two 7175 to a very 
hard-nosed P.O.W. ballad, Hanoi Han 
e. nal. Charles Lloyd contributes some 
1 fitting tenorsax noodling and Buddy Em- 
To know us is to love us. |: 

32 


Kentucky Straight Bourbon Whisky * 86 Proct * Early Times Distillery Co., Louisville, Ky OETDC 1973 numbers. But this is McGuinn’s show all 


TREAT YOUR É TO THE 


FRIENDS 
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YOURSELF 


VIP magazine. A year of the. 
Club's news-packed quarterly. 
And inside VIP—certificates* 
redeemable for 12 issues of 
PLAYBOY or 
OU! magazine. 


$10 Bunny Money* = a" 
to spend at the Club. = 
TO: PLAYBOY CLUBS INTERNATIONAL, 919 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago. III. 60611 
1 would like to order the Playboy Club ‘Holiday Gift Key with special bonuses. | 
understand that with the Playboy Club Key, | or the person 1 gift will receive $10 
in Bunny Money", a year ot VIP with cetliticates” redeemable tor PLAYBOY ог 
‘OUI magazine (choose either one every month for 12 consecutive months) and а 
certlicate" sedeemable for the Playboy Bar Toc! Sel or the Playmate cash Key. 
The cost о the Playboy Club Holiday Koy with sp 
of the first year there will be an opportunity to renew the Playboy Club Key for a 
second year for only $10. in 4 
D Enclosed is a check tor $. 
Gift Key Packages for ту tries 
ог [] Charge to my Playboy Clu! 
or [Г] Bill me later, 


for. 


is and/or myself. 
credit Key no. 


PLAYBOY CLUB'S 
HOLIDAY GIFT KEY 
lÎ WITH SPECIAL 

| BONUSES! 


All these holiday gifts plus a whole year of 
wall-to-wall luxury for only $25. 
Keyholders enjoy delightful dining, giant 
cocktails and exciting entertainment at 
18 centrally located Playboy Clubs. 
There are two all-seasons resorts 
exclusively for keyholders and their 
guests — Playboy's Club-Hotel at 
Great Gorge, McAfee, New Jersey, 
and our Lake Geneva, Wisconsin, 
Club-Hotel. With a Playboy Club 
credit Key, you're also assured 
credit privileges at the Playboy 
Plaza in Miami Beach, the 

Playboy Towers in Chicago and 

at our Jamaica resort. And at the 
end of the first year as a 

keyholder, there will be an 
opportunity to renew the Key for 
just $10. There's no other gift 

like a Playboy Club Key. And 
while you're treating all 
your lucky friends, why 
not treat yourself? 


And a certificate” redeemable 
for your choice of the Playmate 
Key, to open the world of Playboy 
to that very special friend, OR 
the Playboy Bar Tool Set, 
custom-made to add Playboy 
status to home entertaining. 


ог [ I wish to present the gilt personally. Send gift card to me. 
and L) 1 want the gilt for myself. 


Send the Playboy Club Holiday Gift Key Package lo: 


Recipient's name 


prn) 


DIAL A BUNNY FOR SPEEDIER HOLIDAY SHOPPING 
+ Chicago (312) PL 1.8100 * Cincinnati (513) 241-8580 


ial bonuses is $25, At the end 
My name (please pint 
. — Playboy Club Holiday Da 
"Address 
= Tiy “State Zip 


Use separate sheet of paper to order additional gift packages. AB3LA 


1 
“Bunny Money and certificates redeemable in any North American Playboy Club 1 
or Club-Hotel except, for legal reasons, certificates and Bunny Money not f 
redeemable in California and Michigan. Bunny, Money not redeemable for drinks | 
in Ohio and New Jersey. Otler expires January 31, 1974. 
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KENWOOD KR-8340 
220 Watts (IHF) - Built-in SQ, RM, Discrete 
Optional Plug-in CD-4 Adapter 


For complete specifications. write... 


Ф KENWOOD 15777 so. Broadway. Gardena. Calif. 90248 


If you're ready to graduate 
from snapshot cameras, 
this is ove one for you. 


If you're past the snap- 
shot camera stage, but 
you're not into really so- 
phisticated photography, there's 
one type of camera made for a 
man like you. It's a fully automatic 
camera. All you do is set the shut- 
ter speed and an electric eye sets 
the lens opening automatically 
and continuously for correct expo- 
sure under any lighting condition. 


It's called the Petri 
FTEE. A 35mm single 
lens reflex (SLR) camera 
that offers a high degree of per- 
formance and versatility, every im- 
portant feature, uncomplicated 
handling—and a price that is sur- 
prisingly modest for so much cam- 
era. List price 
этап PETRI 
lens and case. 


etn Intevabaril Carp 190 Great Mack Ве, бин Neck, NY 01027 US Distrbvior e, etal Сар He Caesa Inpho or Carada, Tenn. 


the way, and it's good to know that, after 
ent dismal reunion album, at least 
one of the Byrds is still flying 


Show me a good man. 

I'll show you the door. 

The last hymn is sung and the Devil 
cries “More. 


Thus Jethro Tull in one of the more 
coh 


nt bits of verse from A Passion Ploy 
(Chrysalis). What the devil these chaps 
are up to here is anyon 


neath the surplus of whimsy and tommy- 
rot, there lurks a serious purpose. But 


then, one would have to contend with 
the facsimile theater program, with its 
wry blurbs for the actors (who look sus 
piciously like the members of Tull). And 
is one to say about the singular 
fable, The Story of the Hare Who 
Lost His Spectacles, recited by some 
quaint Scottish person midway in the 
proceedings? Ah, yes, the music: As one 
might expect, it is in the usual competent 
Tull suite stylo—fesching and! ecleer 
But Messrs. Тап Anderson, Martin В: 
& Co. have proffered precious little p 
sion, Christlike or otherwise. in this freaky 
fairy tale. One remains gasping on the 
straud, groping for an Aqualung 


BOOKS 


Washington journalist Robert Sher- 
rill's The Saturday Night Special (Chartcr- 
house) is a continuously interesting 
series of probes into what might be called 
the psychohistory of this country. The 
subtitle gives a partial idea of its scope 
“And Other Guns with Which Americans 
Won the West. Protected Bootleg Fran- 
chises, Slew Wildlife, Robbed Countless 
Banks, Shot Husbands Purposely and by 
Mistake and Killed Presidents—Tozeth- 
er with the Debate Over Continuing 
There is also a history of the 
Disiness of guns: a morphology of the 
National Rifle Association and even an 
explication of the Second Amend 
which Sherrill quotes constitutionalist 
Inving Brant: “The purpose of the Sec 
ond Amendment was to forbid Congress 
to prohibit the maintenance of a state 
militia. By its nature, that amendment 
cannot be transformed into a personal 
right to bear arms." As for the book's 
title, Saturday-night special was a term 
coined by Deron lawmen in the Tate 
Fifties because the citizens there were 
buying a lot of artillery “to satisfy the 
passions of Saturday night.” Sherrill in- 
cludes all kinds of statistics. Amon, 
more intriguing: Five million new 
guns are produced in the U.S. every 
year for civilian consumption. As for the 
notion that civilians need guns to protect 
their homes, Sherrill notes that. "housc- 
holders succeed in shooting home rob- 
bers less than two percent of the time 
and home burglars less than .2 percent of 
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The Mens Lib Watch 


Is your wristwatch a time chauvinist? Does it demand 
too much of your time for the time it gives? With 
the boredom of winding it every day? And the 
drudgery of turning the hands through 24 hours, just 
to reset the date? (Maybe it doesn’t even tell you the 
date. Or the day) € Well, Bulova has a watch that will 
give you freedom, now A self-winding date and day 
watch. With an instant change feature that lets you 
adjust end-of-month dates with a pull and push of the 
stem. q Its water and shock resistant (to help free 
you from worrying about its health).And it has a time- 
tested Bulova movement (to help free you from worry- 
ing about its reliability). 9 The Instant Change Date 
and Day Automatic. In styles ranging from radical to 
conservative. At all fine jewelry and department stores. 

These days the right time isn't enough. 


From left to right: #12620—# 11002—#11633— 3:12006. These styles and others from $65. € Bulova Watch Co., Inc. 
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the time.” Sherrill spares no опе, not 
even the police, who, according to his the- 
sis, should be the first to lay down their 
arms, because they are morally inferior to 
the rest of the community. This book is 
likely to start many a Saturday-night 
argument. 


Who is Elena—what is she?—that 
Joyce Carol Oates should lavish on her 
acres and acres of some of the most mys- 
tifying prose ever put on paper? Well, for 
one thing, she is the daughter of Leo 
Ross, divorced | nd and madman, 
who kidnaps his own daughter from a 
school playground and damn near kills 
the child in his attempt to keep her hid- 
den. She is the daughter of Ardis Ross, 
half whore, half pirate, and all ambition, 
who eventually becomes а TV perso 
ity with her own show, t 
past sad. jazz goodbye, including daugh- 
ter. And she is the wife of Marvin Howe, 
criminal lawyer extraordinary. There is 
a possible clue to this large, lumpy novel 
in its title, Do with Me What You Will (Van- 
guard). Elena Howe is supplied with 
reams of elliptical. italicized passages that 
presumably should put the reader in 
touch with her inner life. Unfortunately, 
Elena remains а near-total yacuum—her 
relations with her mother indefinable, her 
relations with her husband incomprehen- 
ble, her relations with her lover inex- 
plicable and her numerous introspections 
unfathomable. There are, indeed, sections 
(such as the lawyerrapist chapter pub- 
lished in the June rrAvnov) that demon- 
strate what art Miss Oates can. fashion 
when she escapes chaos. But in this novel, 
things keep flying apart. It is very odd to 
find so anarchic a strain in so accom- 
plished a novelist. One can only hope 
that we've seen the last of the wild Oates. 


The Gown. It looks so rich. It feels so good. 
It fits as though we е it just for her because 
its elegant polyester satin, fashioned on the 
bias. She'll love you for it. Peach or Pale Yellow. 
Sizes 6 to 20. 


Only $24.98 ppd. Or 2 for $45.00. 


The 
Sheets. 


When you've been making satin sheets for over 20 
yoars, like we bave, you nse anly the softest acetate 
satin . . . 225 х 70 thread count. (Some people 
dou't!) Your sheets are MACHINE WASHABLE, and 
yon give peeple а choice of 12 colors for regular or 
ROUNB beds! Avocado, Tangerine, Gold, Red, Black, 
Brenze, Bine, Silver, Pink, White, Mint er Orchid. 
(After 20 years, we know what we're deing 
їп bed!) 

SHEET SETS (2 straight sheets, 2 cases) 
Double Set $20.50 Queen Set — $2350 
Twin Set 19% King Set. 21.50 
Round 84” Set 43.50 Round 96" Set 4995 

3 letter monogram on 2 cases—$2.00 
For fitted bottom sheet, add $2.00 to бомо er 
$2.50 53.00 te 


For the man who has everything, 
Press in London has pub- 
lished a limited edition of Coleridge's 
The Rime of the Ancient Mariner, 
hand printed on s 


J. P. Donl ed instant fame 
in the Fifties with The Ginger Man, a 
most promising first novel involying a 
cunning cocksman. With cach succeeding 
novel, however, Donleavy scems to have 
promised more and delivered less in 
terms of final literary payoll. It's not that 
his quirky sense of humor has deserted 


a 
4002 N. 
> Chicago, 


Free 40-Page Color Catalog of our 
tin Fashions With Every О! 


him but, rather, that after an initial 
spurt of inventiveness, his plotting imag- 
ination typically scems to flag. At the 
same time, his style has increased in both 
flamboyance and affectation. In his new 
novel, A Fairy Tole of New York (D. orte 
Press/Scymour Lawrence), his hero, Cor- 
nelius Christian, is an expatriate who 
sails into his native city w 1 


th a de 
wile in tow. In quick succession the u 
dertaker to whom he has consigned the 


body employs him and he beds down with 
the bereaved widow in the very first 
funeral he is assigned to. a rich and horny 
exchustler whose "dream was to be fucked 
in her three throats, top, bottom and 
back, by three pricks while holding two 
more, one in cach hand. Gave her a re- 
ligious feeling she was being crucified." 
So far so sprightly. But then Cornelius, in 
addition to contributing to the fulfill- 


ment of that dream, gets bogged down in 
а tired succession of Candidelike misad- 


There are raunchy sexual cn- 
one in a mortuary; there are 
many scenes of gratuitous New York 


nd violence; there are takeoffs on 
ical quackery and business fakery. In- 
cvitably, Cornelius leaves New York as he 
allegedly having lived the kind of 
fairy tale of New York he had dreamed of 
as a foster child. Donleavy docs get off 
some fine black humor bits and has some 
lovely descriptive moments, but once 
again, he has expended more creative 
energy in launching his tale than in de 
veloping it. 


crime 


Nohody has been making money out 
of Wall Street lately, except for the fel- 
lows who write about it. Ever since Ad. 
Smith's The Money Game, primers, warn 
ings and exposés of stock investment have 
been almost as numerous as books on scx. 
Today, when people are staying away from 
the market as if it were under quarantine, 
there are still plenty of books, but most of 
them are devoted to trying to figure out 
what happened. The blue chip in this sea- 
son's publishing crop is John Brooks's 
The Go-Go Years (Weybright & Talley). A 


РЕМА КВ PROFILES 


(Pronounced Do-ers "White Label") 


ELLIS E. REID 


HOME: Chicago 

AGE: 38 

PROFESSION: Attorney 

HOBBIES: Art, travel, good restaurants. 
LAST BOOK READ: “The Exorcist” 
LAST ACCOMPLISHMENT: Elected 
President Cook County Bar Association (second 
term). Started seholarship fund for minority 
law students. Directs a lawyer's reference plan 
for the poor. 

QUOTE: “The Law must be available to all. For 
study, for protection, for justice. Working for 
those goals has made being an attorney more 
rewarding than I had ever hoped.” 

PROFILE: Dedicated. A strong spirit. A leader 
that finds no job too small to do himself, 
Concerned for others. Willing to take action 

in their behalf—even at a sacrifice. 

SCOTCH: Dewar's “White Label" 


Authentic. There are more than a thousand ways 
toblend whiskies in Scotland, but few are authentic enough 
for Dewar's “White Label." The quality standards we set 
down in 1846 have never varied. Into each drop go only 
the finest whiskies from the Highlands, the Lowlands, 


the Hebrides- Dewar's never varies. 


37 


They got the 


bug again. 
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ond 
the wind rises or the tide changes or somebody throws a rock into 
moment, use a Minolta SR-T camera to make it part of you. 


ind insight. The viewfinder gives you all the information you need for 


correct focusing and exposure. Because you never have to look away 
from the finder to adjust a Minolta SR-T, you're ready to catch the one 


- picture that could never be taken again. 


And when subjects call for a different perspective, Minolta SR-T cam- 
eras accept a complete system of interchangeable lenses, from “fisheye 


wide angle to super-telephoto. 

Try a Minolta SR-T. You've kept your 
ideas to yourself long enough. For 
more information, see your photo 
dealer or write Minolta Corporation, 
200 Park Ave. So., N.Y., N.Y. 10003. In 
Canada: Anglophoto Ltd., Р.О. 


Minolta SR-T 101/Minolto SR-T 102 


Minolta helps you keep the peace. 


Use REACTS Card— Page. 211 


observer of the businessand- 
scene, Brooks has written a fasci- 
xount of what happened in that 
nd-bust decade since the carly 
He examines such people as 
billionaire H. Ross Perot (who had a 
oneday paper loss of $150,000,000) Em 
fundsman Gerry Tsai; and such 
a as the rise of the conglomcr- 
ates, the paperwork log jam that helped 
destroy some brokerage houses and the 
mighty 1970 crash. To anyone who fol 
lows Wall Street at all, much of the basic 
information here is not new-—but Brooks 
uses each. personality and. development 
to characterize a broader facet of the 
principles at work. He threads his way 
Unough the complexities of Wall Street 


veteran 


phenome: 


machinations with clarity, style and wit. 
Brooks points out that as the wading 
floor and the stock certificate Wall 


Streets. two main focus 
clecuonic substitutes, the Street may no 
longer serv get for social com. 
ment. Well. if this is to be one of the last 
books about Wall Street, it is certainly 
one of the best. Burton G. Malkiel's A 
Random Walk Down Wall Street (Norton) is a 
schmultzy ellort by a Princeton economics 
professor (апа amateur investor) to tell 
us how to turn a profit in stocks. Malkiel 
gives “lour rules Lor successtul stock selec 
tion”; they add up to the oldest, safest 
and most wseless—advice, He says, in 
essence: Find ued, ima 
tion-gripping stock that no one else h 
latched onto, buy it low. 

Don't panic, don't churn your account, 
don't ucked in by smooth-talking 
brokers and don't sell till you see the 
whites of those long-term capital gains. 
Who wouldn't il he could? Around the 
corner from Wall Suet are the L 
and The Bonk Book (Little, Brown) te 
about them, presumably in the words ol 
Morgan drving,” a cynical bank execu- 
tive, “as audited by" Charles Sopkin. In 
an aggressively informal style, Irving (or 
Sopkin) tells us everything that is mean, 
dreadlul, wicky—and olten just dull 
about banks. He covers robberies, swin- 
dles, employment. practices and. devious 
loan-and«redit techniques. His conclu- 
sion is that not only don't we have a 
friend at Chase Manhattan, we don't 
have a friend at any bank, anywhere, 
ever. " he says, "is a blend of 
greed, ignorance, prejudice and complete 
indifference to the public good." In whieh 
е, one would think Irving would have 
ritten about it with more concern, less 
superhiciality and fewer corny jokes. For 
tales of 23 young men who made it big in 
business and finance during the giddy 
Sixties, sc boy 
Press), edited by Lawrence A. Armour. 


give way 10 
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an ши 


The Bridge (Doubleday) is D. Keith Ma 
no's sixth novel іп as many years. At $1, 
Mano also keeps busy writing a regular 
column for National Review, revie 


ing movies for Oui, writing occasions 


Theyre talking about Capitol 2 recording tape. 


Musicians, high-fidelity perfectionists, 
music lovers of all sorts, are talking about 
Capitol 2, the world’s best iron-oxide tape. 

Cassette users rave about the frequency 
response (20-22,000 Hz), the backcoating 
that makes the cassette jamproof, and the 
new package (Stak-Pak™) that ends 
cassette clutter. 

Everyone's giving the Stak-Pak special 
mention. Probably because it's without 
a doubt the world’s ultimate cassette 
storage method. Stak-Paks come with two. 
Capitol 2 cassettes, and they slide or snap 
together to form a tiny chest of drawers, 
each with its own two labels. 


Reel-to-reel bugs get excited about 
being able to buya tape that’s as good as 
the best tape the recording studios 
themselves use. 

And 8-track cartridge people are 
delirious with the Capitol 2 Audiopak® 
High Output/Low Noise cartridge, already 
astandard of the music industry. It's 
even available in a newly engineered 
100-minute playing time. 

Visit your favorite tape store, and try 
the new Capitol 2 tape. So that the next 
time your friends start talking about tape, 
you'll have something significant to add 
to the conversation. 


Capitol 2" 


the good sounds right. 


Cassettes/Cartridges/Reel Tape 


©1973 Audio Devices, Inc., a Capitol Industries Co., Glenbrook, Conn. 06906, 
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Give her a Nudge Christmas morning. 


Tender ore the nights with 
Dyn's wormly radiant Compu-Lite® 
digital clock 


And gentle the mornings, afternoons and even 
ings, with the fingertip ease of the world's first and only 
luminous traveling AM/FM station selector. 

Who knows? December 26th, she may give you a nudge af an. 


Nudge 


You're going to hear from us. 


entirely different sort. 

Ask for Model 05-4550, $69.95" at great 
stores everywhere. One of many Dyn digital 
clock radios, at many, many prices 


Dyn Electronics, Inc., P. O. Box 69, Mion, Florida 33144. "Suggested retail price. 


Look like a big deal 
without spending a great deal 


If your foot is only on the first rung 
of the ladder af success, you'll need 
an attaché that can make the long 
climb with you. And for a price you. 
can afford. 

Our new line of malded attachés 
are very ecanomical. The slim model 
shown (#2003M) is $22.50. Our 
other larger case (#2005M) is 
$27.50. They both come in brown, 
black ar olive. 

They're for the person whose sal- 
ary hasn't quite caught up with his 
taste. 


E 


American Tourister 
Attachés 


magazine articles (such as the one on the 
Disney empire in next month's issue) and 
running the family cement business. But 
his output is one of the least impressive 
measures of Mano's talent. It is his un- 
commonly powerful vision that sets him 
apart from most novelists, young and old 
He is a rigorous Christian, a stern anti- 
Communist and a traditionalist; he sces 
most of the trends of recent history as anti- 
human and ludicrous in their historical 
optimism. But Mano is not just a novelist 
who might get a good review from Human 
Events, His characterizations are deft and 
sure (Hom); his style is forceful and 
unique (The Proselytizer); his narratives 
аге uncompromising and pitiless (War Is 
Heaven!). He is, in short, a major talent 
1.5 possible to ruin The Bridge by giving 

100 much. But you should know 
that it begins in the middle of a terrible 
religious ceremony of human sacrifice and 
cannibalism, It is a celebration of life by 
the descendants of the last survivor of our 
civilization, a man named Priest, who re 
fused to give in to a collective death wish 
This savage who refused to die meets the 
last Christian and learns just enough to 
begin his own religion—a paversion, ac- 
curate in the superficialities and horribly 
wrong in the spirit. The animal in us is 
in the ascendancy. It all seems plausible, 
even the first stirrings of rellection and 
culture in a man who has just taken the 
sacraments, You can guess what they use 
for bread and wine. Maybe not Mano's 
best, but still a disturbing, relentless 
comic exercise—one that should be read. 


A Child's History of America (Swallow 
Press). subtitled “Some Ribs and Riffs 
for the Si is Charles Newman's 
third book, and the one most likely to 
capture its audience of the young, the 
hip, the disabused, the hopeful, the 
greedy, the intelligent, the epileptic. 11 is 
a raw, comic, autobiographical assault on 
the American delirium by a young writer 
who straddles academe—where he edits 
TriQuarterly—and the universe, where 
he fills in love, visits re in Paris 
who refuse to sce him, gets gassed and 
beaten in San Francisco and France, 
Полиз in the dreamy nostalgia of the mid. 
century American artist and levitates in 
the cyclonic rage of the mid-century man 
who notices what is going on about him. 
What is going on about him sends him to 
Greece, Spain, Oxford, fucking, Araby, 
books and the Y.M. C.A. The book has 
some tricky footnoting, liner notes, 
bokovian stunts, serioso Wellsthmer 
but the reader is in the liveliest hands 
and should navigate gladly the complex 
intellectual vocabulary, Newman is а 
soarer. 


The hero of Seymour Epstein's new 
novel, Looking for Fred Schmidt (Doubleday), 
is a discount appliance retailer approach- 
ing 50 who suddenly realizes that not only 
are his days dwindling down to a precious 


YOU NEVER KNOW 
HOW MUCH MILEAGE 
YOULL GET OUT OF 
AN AIR FORCE SKILL. 


We can't predict the fu- 
turc. No one can. 

But there are some 
things the Air Force is sure 
of. Including the fact that 
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when a man learns a skill 
with us, he learns it inside 
out. Not just the manual skill, 
but the theory behind it. 


So, if you come with us, 
and you qualify for mechan- 
ics, we'll make you a crack 
mechanic. A complete pro. 

If you decide to go 
back into civilian life after | 
learning an Air Force skill, ™ 
there'sno telling how many doors that Refrigeration. If the job you want is 
kind of professionalism will open. You available, we'll guarantee you'll get it 
might soon be running the repair de- before you sign up. If it's not av: 
partment of a big auto agency. Or able, we'll help you choose one that's 
your own truck fleet. We'll have given best suited for your aptitude. 
you the skill to go up. Think aboutit. Then get the full 

If being an auto mechanic isn’t story by calling 800-447-4700, toll 
your bag, the Air Force has over 130 free. (In Illinois, call 800-322-4400. ) 
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other great jobs to choose from. Ac- Or mail in the coupon. It could be the 
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How to 
tell her 
you love her. 
Everyday. 


An enduring reminder. 


Lady Sheaffer? 
as precious asit is practical. 


The "Lady Sheaffer" collection 
of high fashion gifts. 
Give her a keepsake. 
From $5,00 to $15.00. 


= 


SHEAFFER. V. „a lextron 


few but so, too, seem the world's. And 
this upsets him. For “Joe Weiler, faulty 
husband, father, citizen, uncasy sensualist, 
wanted the world to survive in a proper 
way so that he should not feel futureless 
ader of his days.” So Joc sets out 
in the middle of the end—or the end of 
the middle—of his life's journey on a voy- 
age not so much of self-discovery as of soul 
renewal. Feeling “outside of things,” he 
wants to get to the essence of them. And 
this elegantly controlled novel deals with 
his series of encounters with himself as a 
young man; his emancipated daughter, 
her hirsute Gonzo Journalist husband 
and her energetic Israeli boyfriend; his 
dropout son; his doll-like mistress; and 
Fred Schmidt. a business partner he once 
treated less than honorably. Finally, Joe 
decides, the world of alienation is not for 
him. “Someone once called me a respon- 
sible man.” he tells his son. “The only 
thing that person failed to tell me w: 
how much I would come to feel responsi- 
ble for.” And Joe begins to feel responsi- 
ble for nothing less than the idea of Man 
himself, as embodicd even by a gro- 
tesquely distraught and beaten friend. 
Epstein, like Wallace Stegner and Tho 
ton Wilder, is that rare practicing fictio 
alist who can sound his alarms through 
the quict ticks of a delicately set clock. 
His new novel touches and awakens the 
human heart. 


The world's oldest profession seems to 
have been newly discovered. Last year 

1 Sheehy exposed prostitution in a se- 
ies of articles, now out in book form as 
Hustling; and Susan Hall and Robert 
Adelman interviewed pimps for a book 
called Gentlemen of Leisure. This scason 
Hail and Adelman are k with La 
of the Night (Trident), photogr: 
and interviews with prostitutes. Hall sets 
up a tape recorder and lets the prosti- 
tes talk without her intervention а 
ciological asides, and "the life" comes to 
life, vividly, sordidly, pathetically. Better 
than any psychologist or sociologist, the 
girls articulate their selfhatred, the 
contempt for their tricks, their servility 
toward their pimps. And over and over 
again they make it clear that in their 
view, prostitution is very much part of 
our economic and social system. Foxy 
works for a garment manufacturer who 
trained her to please his buyers: “My 
boss had to sell hi sa person—he 
had to be personable and witty whether 
he felt like it or not. People in business 
ta woman? 
ne, a madam, 
а good prostitute “must 
feel that, for the moment, he 
only man in the world. That's the secret 
of a successful callgirl . . . and, for that 
matter, the secret of any woman. Look at 
Zsa Zsa Gabor.” Diane gives Green Stamps 
to her clients to ensure repeat business. 
Maggie says: “Business would crumble 


so- 


without (prostitution). . . . Our backs are 
the bridges that link business deals." Ra- 
tionalizations, of course—but the girls 
make it all seem plausible enough. Who 
doesn’t want a Rolls-Royce, a mink, a 


fancy place to live? Robert Adelman's 
photographs are strong and direct. The 
ladies of the night, some in the course of 
doing business, pose defiantly for his 
camera. Why be ashamed? After all, as 
Maggie observes: “Prostitution may not 
be legal, but it sure is legitimate.” 


“I have no taste, only hunger,” 
Alexander Main, The Bailbondsman, 
one of Stanley Elkin's three novellas, col- 
lected under the title Searches and Seizures 
(Random House). As storytelling, Elkin's 
approach falls somewhere between Voi 


st ity until it emits a susta 
unbearable, demonic shriek. The line 
quoted above is fairly representative of 
the postures assumed by an Elkin char- 
acter—extreme but not impossible. Mle 
ander time's own bailbondsman, 
in it for the buck, certainly, but per- 
sonally involved in all the history of 
wrongdoing. “Im Alexander Main, the 
Phoei m Bailbondsman, other men's 
difficulty my heritage." He dreams of 
being present at the despoliation of a 
Pharaoh's tomb when the culprits are 
caught and brought to trial. No bail for 
this crime, the judge rules. No bail for 
the stealing of treasure in which men 
have invested their hopes of immor 
tality—and the parable becomes clear: 
We, too, have had our sacred places plun- 
dered by crooks. In his tale The Making 
of Ashenden, Elkin compounds a nal- 
gam of Jay Gatsby and James Bond, a 
moneyed overachiever who has the world. 
for a playground and who comes to his 
moment of truth in al confrontation 


Many people shop for receivers 
in terms of power. But since all 
receivers aren't rated the same, 
you can wind up paying for watts 
that aren't always there. 

To get your wattsworth, you 
need to know the minimum 
power a receiver can deliver to 
each speaker, at all times and at 
all frequencies. Which is precisely 
how we rate all of our receivers. 
When we say our low-priced 
STR-6046A, for instance, puts 
out 20 watts per channel, or that 
our STR-6036A puts out 2x15 
watts, we're talking continuous 
power with both channels driven, 
into 8 ohm speakers, and at all 
frequencies within the 20-20,000 
Hz range. The numbers sound 
modest, compared to other pow- 


erratings (byIHF Dynamic Power 
Standards at 4 ohms, for instance, 
the 6046A would rate 80 watts, 
and 70 for the 6036A). But the 
power actually available is as 
much as you really need—espe- 
cially since those are clean, pure 
watts with less than 0.8% har- 
monic or IM distortion at full 
rated output. 

But, just getting your watts- 
worth isn't quite enough. You 
also need good FM performance 
(both the 6046A and the 6036A 
come within a fraction of a micro- 
volt of the most expensive receiv- 
ers rated FM sensitivity). And 
since you don't want to cornpro- 
mise on control flexibility either, 
both receivers include, beside the 
basics, little luxuries like tape 


monitors, loudness switches, 
mike inputs and speaker selec- 
tors (plus a high filter, a mixing 
control, and function indicator 
lights on the 6046A). 

Sony STR-6046A sells for 
$249.50, the STR-6036A for 
$199.50." But we also have 
receivers like our powerful 
STR-7065 at $499.50* At any 
price, at any power, Sony gives 
you more than your wattsworth 


Sony Corporation of America.9 West 57Ih SI, , 
New York, N.Y. 10019. 


HOW TO GET MORE 
THAN YOUR WATTSWORTH. 
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There's more to a 
Winegard TV Antenna 
than shows on 

the price tag! 


Much more! Like the sophisticated elec- 
tronic design that only an engineer could 
really appreciate. . . but you can see the 
results right on your TV screen. 

Winegard's only business is TV recep- 
tion, and that pays off for you. Winegard 
holds many basic patents for color TV 
antennas, and has an electronics research 
laboratory in Denver working full time 
on advanced TV reception products. 

And naturally, Winegard's “state-of- 
the-art” antennas are backed up with 
unsurpassed construction: high tensile 
strength, weather-protected aluminum 
elements . . . precision alignment . 
heavy duty brackets. . . every feature for 
longer service and better reception on all 
your TV channels in color and black and 
White; FM and stereo too! 

Choose the antenna the experts and 
surveys recommend: Winegard . . . be- 
cause there's more to it than shows on 
the price tag! 


My name. for one thing! When you put 
перага antenna, | know you'll be 
sisted If not, write me personally and Г 

jou get the best possible reception 
for voor fecation: And that’s Арга 


pos 


john Winegard 


3000 Kirkwood Street 
Burlington, iowa 52601 
Send me FREE 
Г1 Facts on “Pay Cable TV and Winegard's 
CableMate TV Antenna." 


Г] "what you should know about color TV 
reception . . . and color TV antennas." 
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with a 700-pound female Kamchatkan 
bear. In rut. The Condominium is an 
updated Cabinet of Dr. Caligari in which 
the overcrowded planet is analogized 
through the crazy antics of those who 
have bought expensive quarters in a 
highrise condominium and now would 
like to draw up the drawbridge and flood 
the moat. They live for the impregnabil- 
ity of their investment. Elkin allows him- 
self too free a rein at times, which makes 
for distortions—but this is a minor fault 
in the art of plucking out our suicidal 
follies and shrieking their names pierc 
ingly and unforgettably 


Dr. Thomas Cream learned about poi 
son carly and, by the time he died, was 
perhaps the best man in the world with 
a lethal dose of strychnine. When he was 
finally hanged in London for multiple 
murder, crowds gathered to cheer. Cream 
had that kind of effect on people. John 
Cashman has turned Cream's story into a 
novel. The Gentleman from Chicago (Harper 
& Row), Cream’s own account of his life, 
written while he awaits execution. Cash- 
man has done a first-rate job on a classic 
psychopath who still believes the world 
has wronged him and remembers fondly 
the way his victims squirmed. 


MOVIES 


Ten years ago this month, President 
John F. Kennedy was assassinated in Dal- 
las, Texas. The question of who killed 
him is still open for many who find the 
Warren Commission's condusion that Lee 
Harvey Oswald was the lone assassin even 
more difficult to swallow than New Orle- 
ans District Attorney Jim Garrison's wild 
charges of a conspiracy that, in retrospect, 
becomes less unthinkable with every 
new Watergate headline. Executive Action, 
scheduled for release this month, promises 
to fan all the doubts—and might even 
rouse the public to demand that the inves- 
tigation be officially reopened. In the film, 
Burt Lancaster, the late Robert Ryan 
and Will Geer all portray wealthy right- 
wingers who successfully mastermind a 
conspiracy to kill President Kennedy. 
Executive Action will probably be com- 
pared to Z, yet it differs from the Costa- 
Gavras shocker in at least one significant 
aspect: Z's conspirators were known to be 
real. The men who made Executive Ac- 
tion readily admit that the conspiracy 
they've depicted may not be literally 
true, yet they relate to it as approximate 
fact, Says executive producer Edward 
Lewis, “What the nation has been told 
about John F. Kennedy’s death is patently 
false. In eculive Action, we oller a 
more reasonable and plausible explana- 
tion for what hı «Lin Dealey Plaza 
on November 

Spoken like a true wild-cyed radical. 
Ed Lewis, however, is one of Hollywood's 
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most respected film executives, and in 
the past he has produced such popular 
entertainments as Spartacus, Grand Prix 
and Seven Days in May (which featured 
Lancaster as an Air Force general who 
unsuccessfully attempts a military over- 
throw of the U.S, Government). Lewis— 
a short, stocky and forceful man—is not 
known to be particularly political, but 
his newest production may turn out to be 
the most politically unsettling movie 
ever made in America. 

Why did he decide to make it? The 
idea, he told us, hadn't entered his mind 
until early 1971, when actor Donald 
Sutherland asked him to read a script 
he'd purchased from Mark Lane (the au 
thor of Rush to Judgment) and play- 
wright Donald Freed. “The screenplay 
knocked me over,” Lewis recalled, He 
had its main contentions carefully те 
searched and, after finding по conflict 
between Lane's theories and the docu- 
mented faas, he bought the script and 
persuaded. Dalton Trumbo, the dean of 
American scenarists, to do a rewrite. 
When Trumbo completed his scrcenplay, 
a copy was quickly sent to Lancaster, who 
had a difficult time deciding whether or 
not to appear in the film. Lancaster 
told Lewis: “It’s more than just amoth- 
er movie—much more" Alter several 
months of fretting (and reading books 
bout the assassination sent to him by 
Trumbo), Lancaster finally told Lewis 
to count him in. 

Veteran. director David. Miller, whose 
screen credits include Lonely Are the 
Brave, Sudden Fear and Captain New- 
man, M. D., eagerly accepted the chance 
to call the camera shots on Executive 
Action. "But it was an emotionally har- 
he told us while 


rowing experience, 
working on the film's final cut at a down- 
town. Los Angeles film laboratory. "We 
filmed the entire assassination sequence— 
its seen through a rifle scope—here in 
Griffith Park, using doubles lor the Ken- 
nedys, John Connally and Mrs. Connally. 
It’s hard to convey just what we were 
feeling, but it was a strange and very 
woubling day for us all, There were many 
days like diat." 

To Miller, the most fascinating charac- 
ter in the entire affair was Lee Harvey 
Oswald. “The deeper you delve into his 
life, the less you find you know about 
him,” he said. “Hed be pro-Gastro one 
week, anti-Castro the next. I think it's ob- 
vious he was being used. In fact, in an in- 
terview in the Dallas jail just before his 
death, Oswald said just that; "Im a 
patsy.” We portrayed him that way in 
Executive Action. 

Why, we asked coproducers Gary Ho- 
rowitz and Dan Bessie. have American 
moviemakers shied away from making 
films as politically sensitive as this one? 
“Its very simple," said Horowitz. "No- 
body thinks they make money." Added 
Bessie: “Executive Action marks the first 
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THE 2000 YEAR 
ITCH. 


(A story about dandruff.) 


When a Roman had dan- 
druff, he turned to the earth for 
help. There he found a pure, pale 
yellow crystal called “sulphur 
that relieved the flaking and 
itching. 

For 2000 years, sulphur was 
man’s answer to the itch and the 
flake. 

Today, Enden®lotion is the 
only leading shampoo 
with this earth-made 
dandruff fighter. 

It is the ingredient 
that medical author- 
ities recommend and 
one that has been 
refined to a purity 
never possible in 
ancient Rome. 

Used regu- 
larly, Enden lo- 
tion ends dandruff 
problems. 


Enden. With the dandruff fighter 
imported from earth, 


time an important man in the American 
film industry—Ed Lewis—has said ‘fuck 
iť to that kind of thinking and has gone 
on to make a film of major political im- 
port And hes done it for less than 
$500,000.” 

Finally we spoke with Dalton Trumbo, 
the only writer ever to win both an Acad- 
emy Award (for The Brave One, written 
under the pseudonym Robert Rich in 
1957 wl he still one of the black- 
listed Hollywood Ten) and a National 
Book Award (for Johnny Got His Gun, 
in 1939). Trumbo’s health has declined 
severely, but he was pleased to talk about 


the screenplay he'd initially refused to 
write. Sitting in the study of his house 
high above Sunset Boulevard, Trumbo 


told us: “I didn’t want to work on Execu- 
tive Action, because, by and large, I'm 
suspicious of conspiracy theories—they're 
just a convenient way of exp g his- 
tory. But such theories always make for 
fascinating reading. and Lewis sent me a 
pile of books. By the u Yd gone 
through eight or ten of them—particu- 
larly Josiah Thompson's marvelous study 
of the ballistics—I was convinced that at 
least two gunmen must have committed 
the Kennedy murder. Two gunmen act- 
ing together, of course, would constitute. 
а conspiracy—and because such an un- 
dertaking isn't casy to pull off, a great 
many other men probably were involved. 
Ihave since discovered that even Lyndon 
Johnson thought J-F.K.’s death was the 
result of a conspiracy. He told that to 
Walter Cronkite in the couse of those 
three one-hour interviews conducted 
shortly before he died. But L.B.J- had 
the right to approve what CBS could 
show and he cut that part out.” 

Just а few facts concerning Oswald's 
rifle, 7 continued, would be 
enough to convince any objective observ- 
er that it couldn't have been the assassi- 
tion weapon. Said Trumbo: “The 
Mannlicher-Carcano rifle he used was 
known in the Italian army as the ‘gun 
that never gets angry, because it almost 
never shot straight enough to harm any- 
one. Oswald's had a cheap scope on it 
that was especially difficult to operate. 
Ed Lewis hired experts to test the 
Mannlicher-Carcano with that particular 
scope, and they found that although 
three shots could be fired at a stationary 
target within the five and a half seconds 
in which the ion took place, the 
additional time necessary to adjust the 
scope to sight x moving target would rule 
out Oswald's rifle completely." 

Trumbo recalled his own r 
the news of November 22, 1963. “I in 
Rome in my apartment,” he said. “and 
when my secretary telephoned and told 
me, ‘President Kennedy has just been 
killed in Dallas,’ all I answered was "Oh." 
І still can't really analyze why I it 
shocked, but perhaps it’s because I've 
iolence in this country. It 


mbo 


tion to 


seen so much 


wouldn't surprise me at all, lor example. 
if Richard Nixon were assassinated to- 
morrow—except. that the political right 
doesn’t seem to be on the receiving end 
of the bullets these days.” 

The surreal croticism of writer-direc- 
tor Ralph Bakshi's Heavy Trefie makes 
his previ effort. Fritz the Cat, look 
innocuous as a Bugs Bunny cartoon. In 
urelength animation films, there has 
never been anything quite like the en- 
lightened misanthropy of Bakshi, who 
manages to offend just about every eth- 
nic group in the contemporary urban 
jungle. Blacks, Jews and Italians clobbe 
one another and climb over the corpses 
while Bakshi mixes live actors and their 
cartoon counterparts in this tale of a 
young Italian artist named Michael Cor- 
icone (played in the flesh by Joseph 
Kaufman), a black hustler (Beverly 
Hope Atkinson) and sundry specimens 
of human flotsam. Specific references to 
The Godjather and On the Waterfront 
are merely asides to the film's apocalyptic 
| of life as a pop horror show— 
ed to the recurrent image of 
pinball machine, symbolizing the vi 
situdes of blind chance. Actual objects, 
tual photography of Times Square or 
slummy side streets segue into animati 
so seamlessly that the bedazzled 
scarcely realizes how much of the film's 
graphic sex and violence came off a 
drawing board. Though his bratal ani 
mated [ani s are executed with great 
skill, this decadent Disney is still 
herent storyteller, unable or un: 
impose any narrative structur 
nightmare collage of impr. 
day, Bakshi may get it all together and 
turn out a work with real substance as 
well as cultural shock. 


upon his 
ns. One 


John Huston directing Paul Newman, 
Dominique Sanda, James Mason and 
Harty Andrews in a glossy espionage 
thriller ought to produce something 
more exhilarating than The Mackintosh 
Man. Call it one of Huston's readyto- 
wear jobs, minor league compared with 
his vivid work on last year's Fat City, and 
telling a rather conventional Cold War 
story of an Australian secret agent who 
ges to get himself convicted of a 
jewel theft in order to 1 
and ultimately to escape, 
pany of a Communist spy (Ian Bannen) 
who may or may not lead him to traitors 
higher up in British government circles. 
Newman's wavering Aussie accent would 
hardly fool Central Casting, much less 
a band of ruthless cloak-and-dagger 
types: yet he manages to project box- 
office magnetism while the weightier act- 
ing chores are handled by Mason (keep 
your eye on him), as a superpatriotic peer 
of the realm, and Andrews, as Mackin- 
tosh of the Secret Service. Miss Sanda 
Mackintosh's — daughter—don't. 


man 


nd 


out her heavy French accent, 
ated abroad or something— 


and submit to drugging, 
other perils visited upon cinema damsels 
in distress. She also submits to Newman, 
on the eve of his dangerous mission, ex- 

s the least I сап do.” To 
alley e such stale romantic interludes, 
there's good Huston-style toughness in a 
jailbreak scquence and a pretty [air chase 
over the Irish moors. Easy to sit through, 

ier to forget. 

Screw them before they screw you is 
the uppermost thought of the character 
played by Ron Leibman in Your Three 
Minutes Are Up, an amiable but aimless 


one willing to 
ments. As somebody says in a massage 
lor: "When hookers start asking if you 
want to pay cash or charge it, the whole 
world is gone а 
the best bits fall to Le 


professional lay-about who lives 


азд аа а 914 
on overcharged credit cards, unemplo; 
ment insurance (when they have the gall 
10 send him on job interviews, he shows 
up drunk) and a kind of sleazy bravur: 
He is an absolute phony, but an engag- 
ing one, and Leibman slams through the 
part as if to clinch his status as last year's 
most promising actor, while simu 
ously living up to publicity blurbs th 

all him a cross between Marlon Brando, 
Jerry Lewis and Lenny Bruce. The drum- 
beaters are not altogether delirious, for 

отап steals every scene worth takin 
in an otherwise negligible movie that 
hes a contrived melodramatic 
ise it has nowhere else to go. 
In the early sequences, Beau Bridges 
plays second fiddle creditably as Mike 
friend Charlie, a regularly employed, 
engaged-to-be-married square who keeps 
phoning his fiancée (Janet Margolin, of 
David and Lisa) from wherever he hap. 
pens to find himself—hence, the titl 
Too bad, though, that such commu- 
nicative actors couldn't get a bener 
connection. 

Day for Night takes its title from the 
French term (la nuit américaine) for a 
night scene shot in the daytime with spi 
cial filters. From that clue, movie lovers 


An acoustic achievement 
destined to become the 
universally preferred 
sound reproduction system. 


Too often these days superlatives are 
used to camouflage mediocrity. Let's 
just say you'll be excited with the 
magnitude of the achievement of the 
three new Pioneer series R speaker 
systems. We built in the sound most 
people prefer when compared with 
the conventional speakers now 
available. 

Sound is a personal thing. Each 
individual sets up anarbitrary 
standard of his own. Prove it yourself. 
Take your favorite record or tape to a 
Pioneer dealer. Ask him to play it for 
you using one of the Pioneer series Н 
speaker systems. In fact, listen to 
them all. Your Pioneer dealer will 
welcome your interest. For the first 
time you'll hear nuances in the sound 
that you never heard before. The bass 
notes will be impressively rich and 
robust rather than thumping like 
Godzilla's footsteps, The highs will 
sound crisp and clear instead of 
piercingly shrill. 

Better still, play the same 
recording, alternating the series R 
sound with other brands of speaker 


systems. Here's where you'll really 
hear the difference. Precisely 
balanced sound that offers sharply 
defined separations of lows, midrange 
andhighs, with an absolute minimum 
of distortion. That's why we say the 
new series R is destined to become 
the universally preferred sound 
reproduction system. 

Pioneer has incorporated many 
meaningful refinements in the R 
series to achieve this exceptional 
sound reproduction. We'd be happy 
td send you complete specifications. 
But first make this test. Compare the 
R700 ($229.95), R500 ($159.95), R300 
($119.95) with similarly priced 
speaker systems at your Pioneer 
dealer. It’s their absolute superiority 
in sound reproduction that will 
convince you to buy them. 

U.S. Pioneer Electronics Corp., 
178 Commerce Road, 

Carlstadt, N.J. 07072 
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Maybe you're camping just outside Moose, 
Wyoming. Or relaxing on your yacht in the 
Florida Keys. 

Maybe you're studying English Lit. 301 at 

j o. Or just been made 


a partner in a Los A is architectural firm. 


Whoever you are, whatever you do. 
MeGregor's got clothes that look and work like 


Ў. 


) WHAT WE GOT. 


shirts or suits or coats or anything else. 
What you want is what we got. 


niger, Inc, 666 Fifth Avenue, NYC 10019. 
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everywhere should note that writer-direc- 
tor Francois Truffaut's latest and bright- 
est bauble is a captivating comedy about 


making movics by a man who really 
knows dens In Day for Night, a highly 
New York n Festival, Truffaut him- 
b ea БЕ, ifl 1 self plays a director who has collected an 


all-star internation t on the Riviera 
10 turn out a romantic drama called 
Meet Pamela. The movie itself opens 
and closes with the filming of a street 
scene that has to be redone when Pame- 
la's leading actor (Jean-Pierre Aumont) 
is killed in an accident. Everything else 
that happens is either sad or heart-warm- 
ing or hilarious or wryly tolerant, and all 
of it is observed with accuracy by Truf 


Taut, his coscenarists and a cast consis 
The beautiful new tip: The great new cigar: of Jacqueline Bisset (as the uncertain Eng- 
It's a completely new It's everything you've lish-speaking star, married to the doctor 
a И ир Е 
MIS ES Kee ede "whose offscreen amorous scrambles keep 
Color coordinated. And The filler is carefully he compre 5 iene puel Bless 
so perfectly fitted it's blended from the finest Sead ыыр рр ва ерд" 


actress who shows up inconveniently 


hard to tell just where pregnant) and Valent 


imported and domestic 


| a Cortese (alto- 
the tip ends and tobaccos. 3A 

A 5 т ^ gether marvelous as a fading film star) 

Cc 3 i аз NER тийиш total affection for the world of 

beautiful way to smoke. Try an A&C Saber Tip. у i S LU min Gp ү p 

entar dark arakat apart from all previous efforts to expose 


moviedom behind the scenes, for he never 
loses his impish humor nor falls out of 
love with the subjects of his satire. Truf- 
faut has brought off a ic coup de 
thédtre th h a sly Gallic 
shrug to cy 
glamor has gone out of showb 


Either way, you'll have 
agreat cigar witha 
tip to match. 


Two infinitely corruptible policemen, 
representatives of New York's finest, en 
dorse the new rip-off morality in Cops 
and Robbers. Tired of beating their brains 
out for peanuts, Tom and Joe de- 
cide that a bigger caper is in order after 
Joe (Joe Bologna, co-author and co-star 
of Made for Each Other with his wife, 
Renee Taylor) has turned his offduty 
hours i into profi with a liquor-store hold- 


Tom (Cliff Gorman, of The Boys in the 
Band and Lenny) isn’t so sure how their 
wives will take to a life of cr 
Mary suddenly finds herself in T 
dad with a million bucks, she's going to 
suspect something." They nonetheless 
outwit Wall Street, the Mafia and their 
colleagues on the force with a daring 


<= 5 
z theft of $10,000,000 in securities, grabbed 
* ` during а ticker-tape parade for three as- 
* wonauts Everything that Bologna and 
e 


Gorman can do is done to make Cops and. 
Robbers a viable comedy, though Donald 
E. Westhkes sce Шу the 
story of a couple of jerks on the take— 
puts cardboard characters into impla 
ble situations and extricates them 
se uter defiance of the laws of probability 
& е Get yours, by hook or by crook—and pre- 
aper 1ps ОИ e= CO ПЕСО ШЕ, 


movie teaches, thereby earning a PG 
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Tha Stop-ahead Stylos 


Left 10 right’ 5049, 4042, 2091. Most Jarman styles $18 to $35. 
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The happy vodka. 


Gordon’. 


To a vodka drinker, 
happiness is smoothness. 
Smooth mixing. 

Smooth tasting. 

And smooth going down. 


Gordon’s is the vodka 
with the Patent on smoothness. 


That’s why Gordon’s is 
the Happy Vodka. 
So make it Gordon's. And make it happy. 


80 PROOF, DISTILLED FROM GRAIN. GORDON'S DRY GIN CO., LTD, LINDEN, N.J. 


rating because it wastes little footage on 
sex, still the final test of film morality. 


With the U. S. release of his next-to-last 
film, 4 King in New York—made in 


lin's love-h: 
evidence is now at 
a full study of the lovable Little 
Tramp. A provisional happy ending to 
the Chaplin story was written in the 
spring of 1972, when the prodigal movie 
т returned to the U.S. for the first 
time in 20 years. (He was banished dur- 
ing the McCarthy hysteria for his leftist 
political views and scandalous private 
life, which included several marriages to 
child brides and a conviction on a pater- 
nity suit) All was forgiven, however, 
amid а blitzkrieg of publicity and bon- 
homie at last years Lincoln Center 
alute to Chaplin” and at the Oscar 
ceremonies in Hollywood, Even then, the 
good will was tinged with a profit mo- 
tive, since Chaplin's U. S. invitation was 
ed to benefit the Lincoln Center 
ıd to ballyhoo a multi 
lion-dollar private deal for redistribution 
of nine major Chaplin filins. 
Nevertheless, the Chaplin renaissance 
that has followed demonstrates again 
the generosity of genius, which repays a 
fickle public with enduring works of 
art. Currently dubbed by some “the Pi- 
casso of cinema," his tramp called "the 
greatest comic creation of the 20th Ce 


nously exuberant reviews. Which 
able, except that such critical reap- 
1 doesn't show us how the Little 


misunderstood clown of later years 
hough it ionable to call Ch 
in's film style primitive because 
seemed to ignore technological innova- 
tions, he was actually a purist, who used 
the camera with straightforward. efficien- 
cy to emphasize what was essential to his 
art—a method comparable to P 
lering a dove with a few definitive 
brush strokes. In The Gold Rush, 
Circus and the mi 
Lights, Chaplin's portrayals del 
balanced indomitable aspi 
luck and naive fallibility to capture the 
imagination of millions. The wamp’s 
slapstick not only made poetry of the 
all but achieved the heights of 
n comedy. And though traces of 
sentimentalism and social comment were 
i з comedy was in 
iably saved by his ability to kick an 
adversary in the pants or run himself up 
а flagpole just when things were about to 
drown in pathos. 

The classic wamp began giving way 
to the social critic as early as 1936, in 
Modem Times, Chaplin's view of Every- 
man going nobly berserk іп an assembly- 
linc society. Today a new generation of 
doubting consumers and dropouts sces 


You have good reasons 
to apply fora BankAmericard right now. 


In the weeks ahead you'll find plenty 
of good uses for BankAmericard. 

BankAmericard makes it easy to 
avoid the Christmas rush. You can shop 
early, then make one convenient 
payment, or spread your payments over 
several months. 

If unexpected year-end expenses come 
along, this added flexibility is a big help. 


You'll find BankAmericard welcomed 
in stores of all kinds, and all sizes. When 
a perfect gift catches your eye, you'll 
always be ready with BankAmericard. 

It's safer than cash, easier than 
checks, and you get a complete record 
of your holiday expenses. 

BankAmericard also can be 
convenient Шу ОГНИ ХЕ tor 


cash advances, and as personal 
ion. And it’s especially helpful 
in case of an emergency, at home or away. 

Why not get your card in time for 
the Christmas season? Just stop in at any 
BankAmericard bank (you don't have 
to be a regular banking customer) 

Apply now, and add to your 
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Lying down 
Tilts up or "nu uj 


swivels all around. 


It's the Zenith Swiv-L-Tilt TV that 
letsyou seethe whole picture 
from anywhere in the room 
Zenith quality chassis with instant 


picture (12" diagonal) and sound. 
Plus an earphone for private 
listening. See The Sophisticate, 
model E1345. at your Zenith 
dealer. It's the latest twist 

in black-and-white portable TV. 


The quality goes in 
before the name goes on. 


Modern Times for the masterpiece it is 
and overlooks the flaws stemming from 
what one critic of the period called Ch 
lin's “restless longing for profundit 
That need to preach was even more 
pronounced in the dosing moments of 
The Great Dictator, when an impas- 
sioned hymn to brotherhood suddenly 
played havoc with a comedy based on 
the striking resemblance between Chap- 
lin's tramp and Adolf Hider. Chaplin 
talking, in his most political of 
movies up to that time, was not 
universally applauded. In fact, a Con- 
grosional committee was prepar- 

ing to investigate him when the g 
U.S. entered World War Two. Үч @ 
The Great Dictator is strewn with Y 
comic gems, such as the unforget- f 
table ballet sequence in which dic- f 


> 


masterwork, but it was surely the work of 
a master—corn of rare vintage, laced 
with wit and wisdom and featuring some 
superlative bits of comedy by Buster Kea- 
ton. Chaplin seemed to be playing him- 
self. "What a sad business being funny,” 
he says in character. "I'm through clown- 
ing... truth is all I have left. 
"The truth as Chaplin perce 
ing his years of near-total eclipse wa 
touched upon only fleetingly in his 1964 
autobiogr 


phy. Words were naver 
his chosen weapons, but time 
puts all artists to the cruclest test, 
па time has been kind to Chap- 
lin. Without him, the history of 
screen comedy would be 


an im- 
poverished saga. As performer, 
director and writer, Chaplin put 
A aside the endearing image that 


tator Adenoid Hynkel dreams of Ф had earned him fame and 
world domination in a dance И fortune, to explore new di- 
with an inflatable globe. mensions of comedy. Often 

Seven years and several scan- reported missing, he was 
dals later, Chaplin brought seldom truly lost, for his 
forth Monsieur Verdoux, a [A intuitive grasp of human 


biting black comedy about a Æ 
modem Bluebeard. This 
was in 1917. The war 
over, the tramp was dead 
and audiences were aghast 4 
that Chaplin—a certified | 
lady-killer, according to 
hostile pressaccounts—would —| 
have the chutzpah to cast | 
himself as а mild-mannered 
bank clerk who supports 
his invalid wife and child 
through a world war and a 
depression by marrying and 
murdering a series of stupid, 
wealthy women. Further- 
more, he even dared moralize 
about murder and sent his 
unrepentant hero off io Sa 
the guillotine declaring that » 
"numbers sanctify” and that the small 
businessman in homicide is condemned, 
whereas "munitions manufacturers and 
the professional soldiers who contribute 
to murder on a mass scale are given gr 
honors and monetary rewards." Verdoux, 
based on a brain storm by Orson Welles, 
was years ahcad of its time. Today, Chap- 
lin’s sardonic fable of good and evil is 
both devastating and hilarious—particu- 
larly when Verdoux meets Martha Raye, 
a raucous girl who was born lucky and 
cannot be donc in. This so-called comedy 
of murder hasn't a moment of explicit 
violence—a lesson to us all in an era of 
surgical cinema—and may well be the 
best and boldest of all Chaplin talkies. 
Chaplin had already begun his bitter 
involuntary exile when Limelight opened 
in 1982, in the face of a boycott. Such 
opposition was scarcely necessary to 
discourage moviegoers from watching 
Chaplin as a washed-up, once-great co- 
median in love with a paralyzed balle- 
rina (Claire Bloom, making her film 
debut). Limelight may not have been a 


[ frailty governed 
\ turn. Tt seems f 
that the final import 
work in the Chaplin 
| canon should be so 
"NDS г of great and small 
surprises. 


every 


| The leas funny of 
Chaplin's movies, A King in 
New York, is nonetheless 


fascinating. "There's wry 

} humor of a high order in 

| f an early scene when 
| | Chaplin—as an exiled 
V | European king secking 
| refuge in dme U.s— 

1 is quietly fingerprinted 


1 while he talks to report- 

ers of America’s “native 

warmth and noble gen- 
crosity,” his inky finger tips emphasiz- 
ing every phrase. Later, before the 
visiting monarch becom marketable 
commodity—plugeing Royal Crown whis- 
key in TV commercials—he is introduced 
to the hardsell American way at a dinner 
party, where his seductive companion 
(Dawa Addams) interrupts their conver- 
sational intimacies to talk about an un- 
derarm deodorant for a hidden camera. 
Dropping in at a Broadway moviehouse, 
the king catches fragments of a feature 
called Man or Woman, plus another epic 
concerning "a killer with a зой... 
you'll love him ... bring the family.” 
Such satirical broadsides are less subtle 
than accurate, projected in a spirit of 
amused indulgence that makes King in 
New York seem positively benevolent 
compared with advance press reports 
that called it a savage and vindictive 
“labor of hate,” intended as Chaplin's г 
venge on an ungrateful America. As a 
matter of fact, Chaplin's king, fairly brim- 
ming with good will, carries blueprints 
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or the Legend of 
the Princess and the “Lovefire” 

Many years ago, a young and beautiful princess was 
cast under a spell that doomed her to a life without ™ 
love. Only the magic touch of the blazing Lovefire 
could set her heart free. At long last, a daring knight 
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And so as in all good legends, the princess and her 
knight lived and loved happily ever after. Thus, the 
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But it is a fact that the Lovefire simulated diamond 
gem is uniquely different [rom any other gem. It will 
delight your eyes with its fiery brilliance and dancing 
play of lights. Each stone is hand cut and superbly 
faceted to unlock its intrinsic beauty. Each Lovefire 
is mounted in a finely crafted 14K gold setting. 


Now you can get Lovefire for yourself or 
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* 15 Day Money Back Guarantee: If not fully 
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* Gem Guarantee: If your Lovefire develops 
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for a plan to create an atomic utopia 
No one in the Government has time 
to sce him, being too busy confronting 
the Red Menace. In fact, the film’s sharp- 
est barbs are directed at an Un-Ameri- 
n Activities Committee that persuades 
a voung boy (played by Chaplin’s son 
Michael) to inform on his parents. Even 
this does not deter Chaplin from a final 
wistful hope that such aberrations are 
not reflective of the real America, Amer- 
ica’s bumptious fast-buck commercialism 
is pinned down in less time than it takes 
to endorse a check (“I know it’s beneath 
your dignity,” coos the promoter of 
whiskey, "but there's fifty thou: 
bucks in it"). The gor 
finally persuades the king to sell himself 
becomes the film's chief symbol for all- 
American energy and innocence com. 
bined with plenty of forward drive. An 
instinct for survival in the face of disaster 
was the hallmark of Chaplin's Little 
‘Tramp, whose genius and sweetness are 
sull visible through A King in New 
York's cynicism and disillusionment 
Fundamentally, Chaplin performing any- 
thing at all is an event, even if this 
strident calliope of a comedy turns out to 
be his swan song. 


Veteran theatrical producer Jobn 
Houseman makes an impressive film 
debut in The Paper Chose as a distin- 
guished senior professor at Harvard Law 
School. Houseman personifies the old- 
line academic tyranny that separates the 
men from the boys. “We do brain surgery 
here,” the prof intones. And it is ciency 
intimated that the surgery produces men 
who arc beucr at manipulat as 
than at defining human values. As onc of 
the first-year law students who manage 10 
survive through the spring semester— 
and even find time for a sex life of sorts— 
Timothy Bouoms (of The Last Pic 
ture Show) proves that his initial success 
was no mere fluke. As the old professor's 
wayward daughter, who lures Bottoms 
away from his books and into her bed, 
Lindsay Wagner tops her debut in Two 
People, helped by a dusky voice that 
somehow smacks of pillow talk even 
when she's shivering under woolens on 
the banks of the Charles. Paper Chase is 
a rather sedentary drama, but it does pro- 
vide an unsettling study of the educa 
tional processes by which bright young 
lads transformed into efficiently 
functioning ciphers. 


Moviegoers who willingly surrender io 
the wicked whimsy and general zaniness 
of writer-director Roman Polanski’s 
Whar? are apt to end up asking them- 
selves, What next? The question is rhe- 
torical, because the movie is hysterical. In 
it, the maker of Rosemary's Buby impro- 
Vises around the plight of a bright Ameri- 
can beauty who seeks refuge from rapists 
in a stunning Riviera villa occupied by a 
rich wastrel (Marcello Mastroianni), his 
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decadent old dad (Hugh Griffith), plus 
assorted fetishists, lesbians and faggots. 
The most simple interpretation of What? 
is that the girl becomes a sex object, 
quite enthusiastically lending herself to 
the various games played by her hosts 
and their house guests—be they sado- 
masochism, voyeurism or straightforward 
sex. When she is not scampering around 
the villa seminude—with one leg painted 
blue—or granting an old lecher's 
deathbed wish that she expose her 
breasts, she is busy filling in the pages of 
a diary with her impressions of all those 
interesting things that can truly happen. 
to a girl. At the end. stripped of her 
clothes again, she leaps into the back of 
a passing truck and insists that she's real- 
ly got to go now, since this is the end of a 
movie called What? Polanski appears to 
be exploring his own sexual quirks or 
preoccupations with considerable wit, 
some insight and consummate polish. 
Though the loose structure of the film 
may exasperate viewers who like every- 
thing in familiar order, Polanski has as- 
sembled a cast well calculated to melt 
resistance. One find is Sydne (pronounced 
idney) Rome as the American bird of 
passage, whose physical assets combined 
with û of ingenuousness and vul- 
nerability are occasionally reminiscent of 
Marilyn Monroe. The film's sexual skir- 
mishes could have no better warrior 
than Mastroianni, giving his drollest 
comic performance in a decade as the 
libertine h a weakness for whips, 
1d bondage. “Do I [ook like 
growls Marcello, befurred. 
led. taking his aberr 
seriously that What? becomes twice as 
funny as it would be if it played merely 
laughs. 


ions so 


ector Arthur Barron's Jeremy 
should enrapture everyone who loved 
Love Story, though this junior high 
version lacks even the pungent four- 
letter words, The boy (Robby Benson) is 
a shy amateur cellist, the girl (Glynnis 
O'Connor) a wallflower ready to bloom, 
and they exude carloads of charm until 
the bleak day when the girl's father tells 
her shes going to live in Detroit. First 
love explored with relentless innocence. 


MUSIC 


Led Zeppelin has taken its share of shi 
from the rock press. It was put down in 
1969 for being yet another British group 
blasting out blucs past the threshold of 
pain: and just lately, in an album review 
that found it too quictly ethereal, Rolling 
Stone renamed it the Limp Bl 

But on this Friday night. the 
packed and the energy is clin 
in the shape of a sweet-pot cloud swell- 
ing like a summer nimbus above the 
crowd: long-hairs in Levis and loose- 


haltered ladies out front, painted and 
sculptured groupies of various genders 
backstage, everybody peaking toward the 
event: Led Zeppelin's final stop on a 
three-month tour that h 
all along toward this last set of gi 
New York—which is, after all, Judgment 
Central. The Zep had been flashing 
around the country in a Big Bunny-style 
jet with fur bedrooms and a brass-railed 
1 the press was eating that up. 
ar they'd played to more than half 


т, 
and so 


gig 


ampa 
that broke a hallowed 
old Beatles record for 
Most. Bodies Gathered 
and Bucks Made at a 
Single Rock Perform- 
ance—so this is the end 
of the hottest tour yet. 
And they come out 
blazing: kick right into 
Rock and Roll, Rob- 
ert Plant, shaking his 
tight-denimed ass and 
marcelled wheat mane 
all over the stage, at- 
tacking the vocals . . . 
‘Its been a long 
time since I've rock 
"n' rolled!" . . . while 
Jimmy Page, looking 
like an angel with 
bad things on his 
mind, bends toward the. 
red guitar slung gun- 
fighterlow over his black-velvet spac 
cowboy suit which shines with deco stars 
and moon slivers—t 
chops like bouquets of white spark 
the last note of Rock and Roll they shift 
too fast for applause into Celebration 
Day and then tie that tight to Black Dog, 
Plant wailing high over one of Page's 
lowdown riffs, while shifting spotlights 
in smooth choreography color every moan 
nd grind, "Gonna make you sweat, 
gonna make you groove"—and you know 
that these boys are not fucking around. 
They put out for nearly three hours 
hout a break. And they have technolo- 
gy and staging down. On No Quarter, 
from the new album, John Paul Jones 
moves from bass to synthesized piano 
(one of three keyboards he uses, including 
a mellotron, which simulates an orches- 
the size of Detroit) and, as a saffron 
spot picks him out of the blackness, 
Plant's voice, squeezed through some sort 
of sound compressor, gets the same weird 
er elect that’s on the album, 
ke rolls eerily across the 
ground fog. Then, after 
g Remains the Same and The 
Rain Song comes Page's tour de force— 
Dazed and Gonfused. The smoke billows 
up aga h patterned slides projected 
through it, leaving disembodied shapes 
to hover in the haze, and Page takes on 
his guitar with a violin bow, soon shred- 


ei 


ded as he teases and slams it against the 
metal strings, virtuoso cosmic electr 
viis, with Plant scatsinging along 
ng echo—amazing sound but not 
—until Page gets back to 
incredible fingers toward the end. 
It's Plant's turn. next, the first soft notes 
of Stairway to Heaven sending а tan- 
gible rush through the crowd, they're 
that tuned in, and then drummer John 
Bonham comes up to bat with a 20 
ше solo called Moby Dick. les 
excursion we don 
usually get off on, but 
Bonham (who wears 
sneakers for traction) 
works so hard and well 
that he gets you into 
it: The crowd whistled 
and yelped him the 
whole way. 

And out, naturally, 
with that old monster, 
Whole Lotta Love. 
ven though Page 
space-warps the middle 
on a sonic-feedback 
gadget called a there- 
min—more of that love 
for sound qua sound 
that musiciaus develop. 
and the rest of us have 
to put up with—ir's 
the sort of fine mean 
rock that tells you what 
the real stuff The 
four Zeps may be ex- 
menting in directions some of us 
d live without, but they're serious 
bout what theyre up to, and when 
they decide to play rock ‘n’ roll, it does 
get any better. The blimp's a long w 
from limp. 


nic 


EXPERIENCES 


Hearing that San Francisco's Japan 
town houses one of the secrets with 
which those little black-sill-suited busi 
nessmen from the East have conquered 
the world for Sony, Toyota and the 
yen, PLAvboy asked fretful, tense, in- 
scrutable correspondent Herbert Gold to 
investigate. He sent back this limber, 
hydrated, brain-aerated communiqué from 
theKabukiHotSpring, 1750 Geary Boulevard. 
al massage! ГА not heard of 
» but that’s what they offer 
here. It’s the Shiatsu technique and it 
volves acupuncture pressure points 
leaned on by a very powerful little lady, 
I discover, as I recline naked under shift- 
ing towels. No needles, but she finds 
pain anyway—the kind that’s good for 
me. 

But let me begin at the beginning. 
First I am inserted like a child astronaut 
into a steam machine, made in Tokyo, 
which cooks me into a state of cid re- 
ceptivity. (I dream I'm in a Dodg'em car, 
circling the moon.) Then I sit on a low 


stool while she—"Caw me Numbah Six- 
icen"—shampoos my 4 dashes 
pans of water over me, washes my back 
with а scratchy, friendly, towelly straw 
device. Country liv ing in the middle of 
San Francisco. Then I climb into a high 
bath and Не at floating ease, like a mote 
on the eye of the world. 

Giggles interrupt my meditation. Num- 
Sixteen beckons me out of the tub. 
1 dry myself off. On the table, she seems 
to be climbing all over me with knees, 
feet. hands. There are faint sharp pop- 
ping noises. І groan once or twice. She 
giggles. "You have heavy?” she asks. 

I don't understand. 

“You have heavy? You have heavy’ 

She is making me wince as she digs 
into my primitive American stick-shift, 
four-on-the-floor neck. 

"You have heav: 

Ah! "No, no headache.” 

"Good, no heavy." 

Her mild karate chops afford amazing 
comfort for your average tired anybody. 
It hunts. It delights. She hits me on the 
rump like my high school football coach, 
she twists my instep till I remember my 
sixth-grade English teacher, she regresses 
me into Plato's doctrine of reminiscence 
by bending the flexible Shelley gland, she 
gently smears old guilts through the intes- 
tine by retreading peristaltic action— 
heck, I can't analyze with a towel over 
my head. I'm pure. I'm happy at last. 

Rerax," she says. 

Unnecessary command, I am reraxed. 

This hour of steam, shampoo, b; 
wash, deep tub and massage in a private 
room with fine Formica paneling from 
the tall Formica forests of California 
costs S13, Without private bath, 510. It 
indludes free Seven-Up. 

Naturally, I return. The thoroughness 
of my investigations on behalf of truth 
and the circulatory system knows no 
bounds. This time I bring my lady. We 
take the sauna together and then with- 
draw to our separate rooms—with a sepa- 
rate but equal Fumi and Yoko (numbah 
five, numbah ereven)—joined only in 
spirit and by Japanese Muzak (lute 
strings and mournful horns, which 
we share through the walls while our 
joints are popped, Afterward, we tarry 
awhile with our Seven-Ups in the intime 
dining room, furnished in Danish kosher, 
with sashimi displayed in refrigerated 
cases and lights in plastic tubes. We are 
joined by a few Pan Am pilots (coming 
out of their time warp with the aid of 
spinal manipulation), some proudly aris- 
toaatic local groovers (maybe record 
producers) and a serioso visiting dollar 
devaluation specialist from Nippon. 
Then my lady and I hit the smoky eve- 
ning streets of Japantown, fecling as if 
we could fly, and secking to bring the 
message of pressure-point massage to the 
world. No more heavy. 


JACK DANIEL was only five-foot-two, but after winning 
the Gold Medal at the 1904 World's Fair he stood 
mighty tall among whiskey makers. 


tasted 
Mr. H 


world' 
Danie 


And d 


turned to see who Jack Daniel 
was. But after that, no one had to 
say where Lynchburg was. And, 


After the international judges had 


from 24 long tables of whiskey, 
icnry Hoctor announced: 


"Gentlemen, the Gold Medal for the 


s finest whiskey goes to Jack 
Distillery, Lynchburg, not 


Virginia, but Lynchburg, Tennessee.” 


istillers from all over the world 


CHARCOAL 
MELLOWED 


judging from the other go 
Mr. Jack won at Liege, СІ 


and London, no one had trouble 
remembering his name. After a 


sip, we trust, neither will 


d medals 


hent 


б 


DROP 


б 


BY DROP 


you. 


Tennessee Whiskey ~ 90 Proof + Distilled and Bottled by Jack Daniel Distillery 


Lem Motlow, Prop., Inc., 


, Lynchburg (Pop. 361), Tennessee 


Placed in the National Register of Historic Places by the United States Government. 
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THIS SONY IS 
LIKE STEAK 
FOR THE PRICE 
OF MACARONI. 


We've got a compact stereo system for music lovers with 
pasta pocketbooks and filet mignon taste. The Sony HP-161. 
Aside from a bargain hunter's price, this gem comes with a 
diamond stylus, 3-speed BSR auto/manual turntable, 
an FM/AM radio (with automatic FM stereo), inputs and 
outputs for tape, 2-way speakers, and its very own dust cover. 
Even if you can't afford T-Boney, you can have prime Sony. 


{Sony Corp. of America, Visit our Showroom, 714 Fifth Ave., New York, N.Y. 


THE PLAYBOY ADVISOR 


W isiting a singles bar is a nerveshatter- 
ing experience for me. I am rendered 
speechless by the sheer number of women. 
I guess it's the old problem of not being 
able to see a tree for the forest, Some 
guys can walk up to and out with really 
attractive girls after exchanging a few 
words. Do you know their secret?—S. K., 
Hartford, Connecticut. 

For every old problem, there is an 
equally old piece of advice. Since you in- 
troduced the comparison of women with 
trees, perhaps you'll find help in the fol- 
lowing anecdote: A hing viding through 
a forest saw a target painted on cvery 
tree and in the middle of every target, an 
arrow. He sent his bodyguards to find the 
talented archer. They returned with a 
small child. The king asked the child to 
explain his remarkable feat. “Simple,” 
said the child. “First you shoot the arrow, 
then you paint the target.” If you are 
puzzled by this anecdote, don’t try to 
figure it out by yourself; take it with you 
to the singles bar and ask one of the 
women what she makes of it. Then sce 
what you can make of her answer. The 
exchange of words is the secret. 


FRecently, 1 installed a Finnish sauna 
n my house, I would like to pipe sound 
into the unit, but I'm afraid that the 
high temperature and humidity would 
ruin whatever equipment 1 use, What do 
you suggest?—M. P., Stowe, Vermont. 

A sauna may be paradise for tired 
bodies, but it would raise hell with most 
stereo equipment. However, several com- 
panies make weather-resistant speakers 
(weve even heard of an underwater 
Speaker by University Sound) that should 
survive in а sauna. Also, you might 
consider piping the sound through wall 
ducts, But don’t get lost in long-playing 
operations—while too much time in a 
sauna might not Finnish you off, doctors 
warn that overexposure can cause dehy- 
dration and other damage. 


The mechanic who works on my motor- 
cycle reads all the new sex manuals and 
he claims that practice is the key to suc- 
cess. To prepare and perfect his cunni- 
lingual skills, he removes corks from 
champagne bottles with his tongue. To 
refine his knowledge of nipples, he has 
carnal relations with a grape. He insists 
that these exercises haye improved his 
technique, but I'm skeptical—mechanics 
a rule aren't known for their credibil- 
ity. What do you thinki—L. B., Del Mar, 
alifo 
Football players who run through rows 
of old tires get better at running through 
rows of old tires. The exercise does little 


for their broken-ficld running (opponents 
seldom behave like vows of old tires), but 
it is one way to pass the time between 
games. In short, why practice with an 
inanimate object when you can play with 
an animate partner? A grape cannot tell 
you what you are doing wrong or, for that 
matter, what you are doing right. Your 
girlfriend can and will, if you ask. Save 
the champagne for a victory celebration 
and open it the regular way. 


For several years I've heard rumors that 
the major tobacco companies have ta 
‘out patents on brand names and package 
designs for marijuana cigarettes—using 
such established varieties as Acapulco 
Gold, Panama Red, Michoacán, Genuine 
Homegrown, etc—and that they are just 
waiting for the day when the stuff be- 
comes legal. Is this true?—J. A., Tampa, 
Florida. 

Rumors conceived in smoke tend to go 
up in smoke. AMORPHIA, a national 
organization that actively works for the 
decriminalization of pot, has applied for 
a trademark registration to produce mari- 
juana under the name Acapulco Gold. 
It already produces and sells Acapulco 
Gold rolling papers—the profits support 
enlightened drug legislation. A spokesman 
for AMORPHIA says that several com- 
panies (none of them tobacco manufac- 
turers) have applied for trademark rights 
covering the use of Acapulco Gold as a 
brand name for wine, cologne, soft drinks, 
cosmetics and tea. If you want to join 
this game of name it and claim it, consult 
an attorney. 


Tuo popular films—Last Tango in Pari: 
and The Devil in Miss Jones—have 
stressed anal eroticism, depicting acts up 
to and including anal intercourse. My 
wife and 1 are curious about this form of 
sex, but we have reservations. Reports o 
the subject are contradictory: Some say 
that sodomy is unnatural, unhealthy and 
painful, while others say that it is in- 
tensely pleasurable. What is the truth 
d can you suggest ап approach?— 
M.. New York, New York. 

The Playboy Sex Survey (part П of 
Morton Hunt's report on the survey,“ 
ual Behavior in the 1970s,” appears on 
page 71) found that approximately a 
quarter of heterosexual Americans have 
experimented with anal sex and that 
many of them include anal foreplay and 
intercourse in their sexual repertoire. 
Why? Because the entire human body is 
potentially an erogenous zone. Freud 
called this phenomenon “polymorphous 
perversity,” but don't take his word for it. 
The modern view holds that pleasure is 


Aus who 
drives a sports car, 
golfs in the low 805 
and has his name 
on the door, go to 
Arthur Murray? 


To get the girl 
to ok at n) 


Everything is wasted if you don't 
know how to hold a girl, how to 
move, or even how to approach 
her in the first place. A good 
dancer never hesitates. And a few 
lessons are more important than 
ever now that real dancing is 
back, touch dancing—that exciting 
contact-to-music that brings out 
feelings no other kind of dancing 
ever did. Or will, So start your 
own holding action at Arthur 
Murray's. Get her to look at you. 
Not your car. 


Check Yellow Pages for Studio 
nearest you. Our low 60th Anni- 
versary rates will surprise you! 


Arthur Murray 


FRANCHISED — DANCE STUDIOS 


—where you keep in touch with today. 
© 1973, Arthur Murray, Inc. 


Where-To-Buy-It? Use REACTS Саға Роде 211. 
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healthy and natural; the term polymor- 
phous perversity is neither an indictment 
nor a diagnosis. Be aware that the taboo 
against nongenital sex is quite strong. 
Proceed slowly; you'll have to cultivate 
the pleasure response. For openers, try 
postillionage, an erotic touch that can 
turn you both on. Simply press a finger, 
or a small vibrator, in or near your par 
ner’s anus just prior to orgasm. The su 
prise can precipitate an intense orgasm. 
When (and if) you become comfortable 
with this form of pleasure, advance to 
anal intercourse. Your partner's body may 
resist entrance even when she is willing. 
Don’t respond with a vigorous thrust. 
Press lightly with the head of the penis; it 
should feel as though you're being drawn 
in, rather than forcing your way. The 
anal passage does not secrete a natural 
lubricant, so you'll have to supply onc. 
Coat the glans with K-Y Jelly, or wear a 
lubricated condom. The first few tries are 
likely to be painful for both of you, but 
after a break-in period, anal intercourse 
can be its own reward. Some women en- 
joy the different form of penetration and 
experience overwhelming orgasm; some 
men find the unaccustomed tightness ex- 
citing. Youll have to evaluate your own 
response. In any case, observe certain 
precautions. Never move from the rectum 
to the vagina without washing first; you 
risk transmitting bacteria that can cause 
severe infection in the vagina, uterus and 
Fallopian tubes. The same bacteria can 
enter the penile passage and cause pros- 
tate, bladder and kidney infections (the 
condom is a safeguard against this dan- 
ger). One final warning: It is sodomy, 
and it is illegal in most states. If you do 
it, don’t advertise. 


Wout you please explain what the 
word dry means in connection with alco- 


hol? I've heard it applicd to wines, mar- 


equally liquid to me—R. S., Wich 
nsas. 

Dry is the opposite of sweet or, more 
accurately, the absence of swectness. A 
wine is dry when all the sugar in the 
grapes has fermented into alcohol. White 
burgundies, most Alsatian wines, certain 
graves, champagnes, moselle and Rhine 
wines are dry. Aperitif wines, such as fino 
and amontillado sherry, also are dry. 
When you order a dry martini or a dry 
manhattan, you indicate that the drink 
should be made with dry vermouth—very 
little, please. 


П have been friends with a fellow for 
months, and while he is scrious about 
me, I don't have reciprocal feelings. 
I am a college student and have nei 
ther the time mor the desire for a 
decp involvement right now. However, 
I would like to go to bed with him. Or- 


c y this would be no problem, but 
I'm fearful that if I do, he'll fall h 
over heels in love with me and the situ 
tion will end up being more than I ca 
handle. How can I tell him that Td 
like a little friendly sex now and then 
but don't want to become his girlfriend 
as such?—Miss J. V., St. Louis, Missoui 

Don't worry the problem so much. Lay 
it on the line. 


Wil, husband and E have been married 
for six years and our relationship is very 
satisfactory. We love each other, but of 
course in a diferent and more enjoyable 
way than at first. A short while ago, I saw 
an old boyfriend. We spoke on the phone 
а few times and met twice. It was all quite 
innocent, but we decided to call it q 
before something happened. Now J find 
I think about him more than ever before. 
I value his friendship and would like very 
much to get together occasionally—when 
we're down and need someone other than 
our daily friends or family to talk to. 
People say one thing leads to another, but 
1 believe that we are capable of handling 
ourselves; we arcn't children anymore 
and we would not jeopardize our famil 
with any foolish moves. I have thought 
about my husband's finding out, but he 
still talks to old girlfriends on a casual 
basis and this doesn't bother me. Do you 
think there is something wrong with con- 
tinuing my friendship with this man?— 
Mrs. W. F., Adanta, Georgia. 

Marriage should never spoil a beautiful 
friendship, or vice versa, We suspect that 
your sudden interest in this man is nei 
ther casual nor innocent (if it were, you 
would not feel the need to write to us, 
nor would you worry about your hus- 
band’s finding out). When you called it 
quits before something happened, you 
implied a strong desire for something 
to happen. The conditions you set for 
your future meetings—being down or in 
need of escape from your immediate situ- 
ation—suggest that you are already dis- 
content and that you anticipate trouble 
with your marriage. One thing does, in- 
deed, lead to another, but these domestic 
dominoes may fall the wrong way if you 
continue to deceive your husband—and 
yourself. 


Some fend ripped off my favorite pair 
of jeans—indeed, my only pair—which 
had faded to existential perfection after 
three years of wear, What can I do to a 
new pair of denim jeans to make them as 
soft and faded as my old pair?—C. M., 
New Canaan, Connecticut. 

Washing with fabric softener will re- 
duce the stiffness of new jeans. To fade 
them, run several inches of warm water 
into a bathtub, add a quart to a half 
gallon of bleach, stir well, then toss in 


the jeans. Turn them often and start 
checking for color after a half hour. 
When they're light enough, remove the 
jeans and wash them thoroughly. Rub 
the knees and seat with fine sandpaper 
to get a worn look. This shortcut will 
yield the appearance of mal de siècle that 
your old jeans had, and it gives an in- 
teresting twist to Kris Kristofferson’s fa- 
mous lyric about fecling nearly faded as 
your jeans. 


Like most guys my age (1 am а college 
freshman), I suffer great embarrassment 
asking for prophylactics at the drugstore 
when there are little old ladics around 
or when the salesclerk is a girl, or both, 
as is usually the case. Can you helpz— 
Р. T., Hardwick, Massachusetts. 

You might try the classic late Forties 
approach: Stand off to one side, memo- 
rizing the ingredients listed оп tooth- 
paste tubes and hair-tonic bottles, until a 
male salesclerk or pharmacist shows up, 
then shuffle over, stare at the chewing- 
gum display and mumble your request. 
Pharmacists, who are adept at translating 
doctors’ handwriting and adolescents! em- 
barrassment, will supply the brophyla - 
tics, but they may ask loudly: “What si 
do you want, sonny?” (Don't fall for this 
professional “in” joke—there is only one 
size.) This ritual ordeal is senseless and 
ineffective; the result has been called the 
population explosion. We advise a 
straightforward approach. The sex of the 
persons behind or near the counter is ir- 
relevant: There is nothing to be embar- 
rassed about. Discuss with your doctor or 
& knowledgeable friend the different 
kinds of condoms and when you go to the 
drugstore, ask for them by brand name. Al- 
ways buy more than you think you need- 
unabashed conspicuous consumption is 
one cure for what you feel is conspicuous. 
We can think of only two situations that 
require an alternate approach: (1) If you 
are planning to date the girl behind the 
counter, the quantity you buy may en- 
hance оғ diminish your reputation; (2) 
if the pharmacist behind the counter is 
the father of the girl you are planning to 
date, you should consider going to anoth- 
er pharmacy. If that isn’t possible, write 
to: Population Planning Associates, Box 
2556, Chapel Hill, North Carolina 27511. 
They sell prophylactics by mail. 


All reasonable questions—from fash- 
ion, food and drink, stereo and sports 
cars to dating dilemmas, taste and cli- 
quette—will be personally answered if the 
writer includes a stamped, self-addressed 
envelope. Send all letters to The Playboy 
Advisor, Playboy Building, 919 N. Michi- 
gan Avenue, Chicago, Illinois 60611. The 
most provocative, pertinent queries will 
be presented on these pages each month. 
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Ifyousmoke 
menthol. 


Anybody who smokes knows there's a controversy about smoking 
going on. 

And that most of the controversy is about 'tar' and nicotine. 

Yet when we ask the average menthol smoker why he smokes a menthol 
cigarette, he almost always tells us that he smokes a menthol because it 
doesn’t have a hot ora harsh or a scratchy taste. 

Well, Vantage with menthol doesn't have a hot or a harsh ога scratchy 
taste cither. 

But what Vantage Menthol also doesn’t have is anywhere near the ‘tar’ 
and nicotine most of the other menthols have. 

And that’s something we thought a menthol smoker would want to 
know about. Eum 

Vantage Menthol tastes every bit as cool, 23 
every bit as refreshing as any 
menthol cigarette you ever smoked. 

Butit has only II milligrams ‘tar’ and 
1.0 milligrams nicotine. 

Don't get us wrong. That doesn't 
mean Vantage Menthol is the lowest ‘tar’ 
and nicotine menthol around. 

It does mean that Vantage Menthol 
is the lowest ‘tar’ and nicotine cigarette that 
you'll enjoy smoking. 

You don’t have to believe us. 

All you have to do is try a pack. 


1075... 


VANTAGE 


Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined 


That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health. Filter: 1t mg. "tar; 0.8 mg. nicotine, Menthol: 11 mg. “tar? 
10 mg. nicotine —av per cigarette, FIC Report Feb. 73. 
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If two blades are better than one... 
try 18 of them. 


Some blade-makers are saying that it takes 
more than one blade to get a close shave. 
Norelco’s known that for years. We've got 18. 
And they’re not just 18 ordinary blades. They’re 
surgical steel, self-sharpening rotary blades. 
They fit inside three super Microgroove™ 
floating heads that cling to every curve 
and crag of your face. 
And they work together with 
nine closeness-comfort settings on the 
VIP™ Tripleheader to let you shave as 
close, as comfortably, as you like. 
So close, we dare to match shaves 
with a blade...or two...or three... 


The Norelco VIP 


We dare to match shaves with a blade. 


n 1973 North American F li Серен, 00 East and Norelco consumer products include: 
70 wens ana Lacies Beete Метт E e КЫ Aer A Ean azna a Sine is Ga ean Sv Ores: Hand Hela Hair Dryer, 
ngier, Travel iron, er s. ids, te hones, Headphones, Philips Turntables, and Hi-Fidelity Components. 


THE PLAYBOY FORUM 


an interchange of ideas between reader and editor 
on subjects raised by “the playboy philosophy” 


WHAT'S A HEAVEN FOR? 

A man's conception ol heaven is a good. 
indication of his character. The July 
Forum Newsfront reports that Billy G 
ham doesn’t think there is any sex in 
heaven. He did, while addressing a group 
of pro golfers several years ago, assert 
that there would be plush greens in the 
beyond. 


H. B. Dodd 
Houston, "Texas 


INDIAN ROPE TRICK 
As I write this, Chicago is plastered 
with posters announcing thc imminent 
advent of Guru. Maharaj Ji, a portly 15- 
old who offers divine wisdom and 
aims that his glassy-eyed followers num- 
ber in the millions. This reminds me that 
while Chri y is responsible [or a 
ts that hu- 

t one 
inly has no monopoly on 
A news dispatch from New 
Delhi, India, told of a bus full of Hindus 
trapped by floodwaters. A man waded 
out to the bus with a rope that he had se- 
cured to a solid object on high ground, 
but the passengers, who came from 
two different high-caste communi 


MAJORITY RULE 

Anyone who says he’ 
effect proclaiming that h 
sions аге more accurate than those o 
of history's greatest thinkers who believed 
in God, This is megaloman 
pletely sane person can tot 
in God. 


Robert C. Dell 
Cleveland Heights, Ohio 


THREE LITTLE WORDS 

A friend of mine likes to quote, as an 
example of 0.5. provincialism, an al- 
leged incident in which an American 
mat told Arab. 


some Isracli and 

м you people need 
n charity and forbe 
I don't know if this really happened, 
it is typical of the American belief that 
the rest of the world badly needs our 
1 totems in order to become morally 
s as we are. Perhaps we will even- 
tually ship some Catholics and Prot 
from Northern Ireland to the Near 


to teach the locals about the wonderful 
harmony produced by Christian charity 
and forbearance. 

What the world really needs is agnosti- 


lu or any other religious 
tic. People who know thar they are 
right (whether they believe in Jesus, 
Krishna, Joe Stalin or Donald Duck) are 
the cause of every single problem 
ept for those due to sc 


hrec simple litle words. If 
id them the first thing in the 
nd the last thing at night, it 
all the "Hare 
nd “Power to 
y being intoned. 
c words? Very 


simple: “I'm not sur 
Harry Celine 
New York, New York 


SEX AND JESUS 

The young woman who wrote in the 
August Playboy Forum about masturbat- 
ing with a crucifix seems to [cel that she 
had to choose between sex and God. 
Her act was fascinating to me in that it 
comb 
object amd a symbolic sex act with a 
deity. The young woman's upbringing 
may have led her to bel one ei- 


heist. But if she 
can get ove onception and do 
a little reading or talk to the right derg 
she'll find that it’s perfectly pos 
ble to both worship God and enjoy sex. 
Indeed. the enjoyment of sex is а good 
way to show God we appreciate his gifts. 
Hart 
Fort Worth, Texas 


"Ehe story told by the girl from Boul- 
der, Colorado, in the August Playboy 
Forum was downright silly. After talki 

vith a handsome young man, she г 
the absurdity of religion, tears her cr 
fix off the wall and masturba 
it—ouch! I wonder what sort of psychotic 
behavior she exhibited when she found 
out there was no ta Claus or Easter 
Bunny. 

1, too, was a deyout Catholic virgin. 
But at some point as I matured I began to 
question things that had been drilled 
into my head; I started to think for 


Tango tonite 
in s(ereo 


Model 59811 


Tonite's tango can have many rewards. It 
could start you on a lifetime of listening 
pleasure. 


Especially if you play it on a world fam: 
Empire Troubador Turntable. After all, 
Empire turntables are“ built to last, 
probably forever '* 


*Stereo and Hi Fi Times 


Empire turntable systems available at 
better hi-fi dealers. Write for your free 
"Empire Guide to Sound Design? 


Mid. ОЗА. 


EMPIRE SCIENTIFIC CORP 
Dept. B. Garden City EMPIFE 
New York 11530 
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myself and use my own conscience as a 

guide. I, too, now enjoy sex regularly, but 

my crucifix is still hanging over my bed. 
(Name withheld by request) 
Chicago, Illinois 


THE ETHICS OF ADULTERY 

"The Reverend Kenneth Claus wrote a 
letter that was published in the August 
Playboy Forum responding to my letter 
in the May Forum. His letter seems to sup- 
port adultery, and 1 am concerned that 
some of your readers might think he 
writes with full knowledge and authority 
on the subject. Claus states, “The field of 
Christian ethics has undergone significant 
change, especially thanks to Joseph 
Fletcher and situation ethics.” This sent 
me scurrying to my bookshelves to reread 
what little of Fletcher's writings 
my possession. Nowhere in the m 
that I have does the reverend doctor 
specifically condone adultery. I get the 
fecling that he has the utmost sympathy 


into adultery as the only 
sexual рта but he doesn't go as 
far as to declare, “Go to it, friend. It's 
all right with situation ethics.” 

My original point that the words 
of Christ as reported in the Bible make 
it clear that he considered adultery sin- 
ful. If one is to acknowledge the divinity 
of Christ, one must be prepared to try to 
live according to his teachings and con- 
sider adultery sinful. Period, amen and so 
mote it be. 


G. A. Malloch 
Scudder, Ontarii 


ASSEMBLY-LINE SEX 

Despite what Pepper Schwartz states in 
her letter in the July Playboy Forum, the 
fact that women are multiorgasmic does 
not indicate that women need more than 
one sex partner. One orgasm does not 
she daims, make a man feel like turning 
over and going to sleep. Often it inspires 
him to try for further pleasure. The male 
can learn to maintain his erection for 
long periods of time, just as the female 
can develop her capacity for multiple 
orgasm. 

Schwartz assumes women are afraid to 
experiment sexually because of the doi 
ble standard: “An unmarried won 
may be able to have more than one р 
ner, but she still isn’t allowed 30." A 
woman's extramarital affairs are neither 
more nor less serious than her husband's. 
The fact that a double standard exists 
should not be used to justify promiscuity 
for either sex. Schwartz says that women 
are denicd “the sort of prestige from sex- 
ual experience that our culture affords 
to men.” Actually, the whole concept of 
prestige in exchange for sexual contacts is 
pernicious. The need for sexual prestige 
is one of the worst aspects of our commer- 
cialized, dehumanized approach to sexual- 
ity. Hopefully hoth sexes will outgrow 


FORUM NEWSFRONT 


а survey of events related to issues raised by “the playboy philosophy” 


SEX AND CHILI 

LIMA, PERU—Peru's minister of the in- 
terior has decided that chili sauce and 
similar hot spices have aphrodisiac quali- 
ties and has ordered them not to be used 
in prison food anywhere in the country. 
According to government sources, the 
minister advised prison cooks that such 
food was “not appropriate for men who 
are forced lo live a limited life style” be- 
cause it tends to “arouse their sexual 
desires” 


ATTACK OF THE CRAB LICE 
WASHINGTON, D.C.—As if the country's 
Y.D. epidemic hasn't been trouble 
enough for sexually active Americans, an 
Atlanta physician and public-health con- 
sultant now has found evidence that the 
problem of “crabs” has increased over 
800 percent nationally during the past 
ten years. Dr. Leslie G. Norins, а former 
Government V. D. researcher, told a New 
York meeting of dermatologists that the 
incidence of crabs now seems to equal or 


JE 


exceed gonorrhea—roughly 2,500,000 
new cases a year—based on a study of 
sales figures for the most common drug- 
store crab remedy, A-200 Pyrinate. The 
lice commonly infest pubic hair and are 
most easily transmitted during sexual in- 
lercourse. For reasons Dr. Norins could 
not explain, the “crab capital of the 
United States’ is Providence, Rhode 
Island, where the sales rate for the anii- 
crab medication has reached about 4100 
applications per 100,000 people. 


LOW INTEREST RATE 

PaKis—France’s first sperm bank is hav- 
ing trouble finding depositors because so 
many French doctors and the Roman 
Catholic Church condemn the idea as 
adulterous and unnatural. One of the 
bank's services is lo provide donor sperm 


for research and for artificial inscmina- 
lion of infertile married women, and this 
has further complicated things. Accord- 
ing to a spokesman for the hospital that 
runs the bank, “Our big problem is that 
wives often resent the gift of their hus- 
bands’ sperm and they consider it to be 
an unfaithful act, an adultery.” 


HARD-CORE RESEARCH 

Lonpox—Pornogm phic films are being 
used to study sexual arousal in male 
spectators in hope of developing new 
treatments for such conditions as impo- 
tence, premature ejaculation апа anti- 
social sexual behavior. The research is 
being conducted by London's Institute of 
Psychiatry using films confiscated by 
British Customs. 


FROM CLEANUP TO OVERKILL 
As many legal experts warned, the 
U.S. Supreme Court's obscenity decisions 
are encouraging local censors to attack 
not only hard-core pornography but also 
legitimate books, publications and espe- 
cially motion pictures. In one significant 
case, the supreme court of Georgia has 
cited the new “community standards” test. 
in upholding the obscenity conviction of 
a theater owner for showing the R-rated 
film “Carnal Knowledge"; in Albany, 
New York, a court has granted a tem- 
porary injunction against the showing of 
Marlon Brando's “Last Tango in Paris.” 
According to Jack Valenti, president of 
the Motion Picture Association of Amer- 
ica, “The great fear that exists in. the 
responsible motion-picture industry is the 
concern that this legal hysteria will be- 
come a contagion and sweep across the 
country” He took back his earlier pre- 
diction that the Supreme Court decisions 
would affect only hard-core pornogra- 
phers, saying, “1 spoke too soon.” 
Meanwhile, many publishers, booksell- 
ers and librarians are joining the legal 
battle against the Supreme Court's rul- 
ings. The American. Library Association 
has petitioned the Court for a rehearing, 
arguing that the new guidelines invite 
local authorities to purge libraries of 
books that organizations or influential 
individuals may deem offensive. Similar 
petitions have been submitted or sup- 
ported by the Association of American 
Publishers, the American Booksellers As- 
sociation, the National Association of 
College Stores and several organizations 
representing magazine distributors, 


THE COOKIE CRUMBLES 
PRILADELPHIA—The Philadelphia Girl 

Scout Council, under strong pres- 

sure from the Catholic community, has 


abandoned its plans for an optional merit 
badge called To Be a Woman involving 
sex education and knowledge of birth 
control and abortion. In its place, a new 
badge program called Awareness has 
been proposed (to 
be offered only with 
parental approval 
and оп a voluntary 
basis), which would 
retain references to 
birth control but 
would focus on the 
history of women in 
terms of career of 
portunity, marriage, 
3 physical develop- 
ment and pregnancy. A spokesman for the 
newly formed Catholic Committee on 
Gil Scouting opposed the original pro- 
gram as being “negative,” “not emphasis. 
ing good wholesome family living,” and 
stressing “everything abnormal in sex— 
abortion, birth control, rape, menopause, 
hysterectomies, mastectomies—everything 
that would frighten a girl.” 


SPACE WITHOUT SEX 
DAVIS, CALIFORNIA—Kesearch conduct- 


ed for the National Aeronautics and 
Space Administration indicates Ihat 
space explorers can survive extended 


periods without sex. In an experiment 
conducted by a University of California 
psychiatrist, two groups of three male 
students lived for 15 weeks in I’ x 17" 
rooms designed lo simulate certain space- 
flight conditions and to test their ability 


to cope with prolonged confinement and 
interpersonal hostility. Sex did not become 
a major concern of the subjects until 
they anticipated getting out. What they 
needed most during the 15 weeks was the 
oulstder at mission control to whom they 
could privately complain by telephone, 
rather than take out their. frustrations 
and hostility on one another. 


IDEA WHOSE TIME HASN'T COME 
noms, wano—The state's Department 
of Environmental and Community Serv- 


ices has rejected a staff proposal to train 
Idaho prostitutes as mental-health coun- 
selors. The 20-page proposal explained 
that the women could use their new skills 
to counsel customers or to refer them to 
other state agencies, and that this would 
provide “good stewardship of public dol- 
lars by providing assistance to the client 
through an agency already within the 
community, which is paid for through 
private enterprise.” The state agency's 
director said his department could not es- 
tablish such a program as long as pro. 
titution remains illegal, but, he added, * 
was impressed with the employees’ knowl- 
edge of the subject.” 


POT ORDINANCE REPEALED 

ANN ARBOR, MICHIGAN—Ann Arbors 
liberal marijuana. ordinance—a five-dol- 
lar fine for possession—has been repealed 
by conservatives who won control of the 
city council in a municipal election. Some 
spectators in the council chambers light- 
ed joints in protest and one person threw 
a pie and narrowly missed Republican 
Mayor James Stephenson, who led the 
campaign to repeal (he ordinance. The 
council's action again subjects Апп 
Arbor residents to state marijuana penal- 
ties (at least 90 days in jail or $100 
fine for use), but both the chief of police 
and the county sheriff said that the re- 
peal would have no efject on their en- 
forcement policies—that officers would 
continue 10 give lowest priority to pot of- 
fenses and would limit arrests chiefly to 
those made in connection with more scri 
ous crimes. 


LETTER OF THE LAW 

Miami—A jury has acquitted а man of 
marijuana charges after a botanist testi 
fied that there was no way of proving that 
the dried Cannabis leaves he possessed 
сате from the one species of plant specij- 
ically outlawed under the state's drug 
statute. Harvard botanist Richard Evans 
Shultes explained that marijuana may 
be Cannabis sativa (illegal in every state), 
Cannabis indica (illegal in some states) 
or Cannabis ruderalis (found only in 
Russia and not mentioned in any U. S. 
laws). He further established that the 
chemical tests used by police fail to dis- 
Linguish between these three species, and 
the defense successfully argued that the 
state therefore could not prove a viola- 
tion of the Florida drug law. 


PUSHING FOR LEGAL POT 

Two prestigious groups have inde- 
pendently endorsed the decriminalization 
of personal marijuana use- The American 
Bar Association and the National Con. 
ference of Commissioners on Uniform 
State Laws both have recommended the 
removal of criminal penalties not only 
for private pot smoking but also for non 
profit transferring of small quantities of 
the drug between individuals. 


the desire for this empty prestige. There 
is no justification for assembly-line sex. 

Schwartz states that women in multiple 
relationships find that the males can't 
accept the female's sexual freedom and 
therefore her value as а sex partner de- 
dines. I admit that if I were one of a 
string of 30 lovers or even of two love 
being exploited for the physiological as 
pects of sex, I would feel dehumanized 

nd estranged from my partner. No one, 
male or female, likes to feel that he or 
she is one of many. Both sexes are sub- 
ject to jealousy. 

Both men and women should enjoy 
their own sexuality. Neither men nor 
women should demand that their partner 
be monogamous. But, unless we reaffirm 
the ideals of sharing and personal com 
radeship between men and women. we 
risk cultivating the sexual alicnation, 
greed for status, loneliness and hostil 
1 we have inherited from earlier 
tions. Dehumanized, gluttonous sex 
been a traditional symptom of our so- 
cicty’s malaise. I defy anyone to prove 
that a man or woman who has 30 sex 
partners shares anything but his or her 
body. 

1t is true, as Schwartz states in her last 
paragraph, that "some women will find 
nonmonogamous sexual styles more in 
keeping with their desires." but Schwartz 
confuses sexual liberation with sexual 
promiscuity. Let's hope that men and 
women will be able to accept each other's 

integrity without fc that they 
t t0 multiply their ac s beyond 
reason. What we need now is less de- 
personalization and fragmentation, not 
more. 


George Gentes 
Oakland, Califo 


OUT OF THE CAGE 

Im an ofhcer in the United States 
Navy and 1 have been happily married 
for nearly 20 years. Coming from a con 
servative Protestant background, I have 
had very narrow sex attitudes for most of 
my life. ly, over the years, my 
wife and Lare becoming liberalized, — 

In recent months, we have finally 
dared to try some sexual experiments that 
would have horrified us when we were 
younger. At my wife's instigation, I have 
played a submissive and feminine role. 
even to the extent of allowing her to dress 
me in women's undergarments and pre- 
tend to rape me. І can't describe how 
frightened, guilty and ashamed 1 felt the 
first time we did this. I imagined every 
officer and man on my ship, my childhood 
ciergyman, my parents and a dozen gossip 
columnists jumping through the windows 
to catch us and snap photographs. Espe 


Gradua 


dally disturbing at first was performi 


(On pages 74 and 75, “The Playboy 
Forum” presents Past П of “Sexual L 
havior in the 1970s,” by Morton Hunt 
Letters continued on page 76.) 


SEXUAL BEHAVIOR IN THE 1970s 
PART Il: PREMARITAL SEX 


article BY MORTON HUNT there more sex among the under-25s than their parents 
enjoyed, but for most young singles it still has to be “meaning ful” 


1 didn't know what great was. . .. Ive been going with а 
girl for a year now, and with her, everything we do is special. 
I'm not just in there to have myself a time—I'm making love 
to her, and she to me. —MALE, 24 (carpenter) 

Only after we started sleeping together did the relationship 
develop real depth—and the sex, as a result, has become much 
more satisfying than ever. MALE, 23 (student) 

What matters most to me is balling absolutely wildly with 
someone new—real knockout stuff, getting to her and getling 
the maximum turn-on for myself 27 


ALE, 27 (salesman) 


THE PLAYBOY national sex survey finds that in the genera 
since Dr. Alfred. Kinsey did his studies, the sexualliberation 
movement has made sweeping changes in the tra i 
tudes of Americans toward premarital coitus and in the sexual 
behavior of the unmarried young 

Kinsey, using data from 11,000 of the interviews he con- 
ducted from 1938 through 1949, found that six out of ten 
college-cducated men had moral objections to premarital 
ercourse that were strong enough to have restrained or 
limited their own activities. Noncollege men were less moral- 
istic, but one out of four felt the same way. Among women, 
educational level mattered little; nine tenths of Kinsey's fe- 
male sample had moral views that prevented or restricted 
premarital coital activities, Publicopinion and student- 
opinion polls showed only moderate increases in permissive- 
ness as late as the Sixties. 

The recently completed Playboy survey, however, finds a 
dramatic shift in national attitudes. Women are not quite 
as permissive as men, but, taking both sexes together, 
ge majority of our 2026 respondents feels that premari 
coitus is acceptable if the individuals are engaged, or even 
only in love. Even where there is “strong affection” rather 

an love, a majority feels that it is all right [or men and 

ly half feel that it is all right for women. 
The new permissiv is most advanced and most wide- 
spread among the young. Nearly nine out of ten men under 
95 feel that premarital coitus is all right for men and eight out 
oL ten, that it is all right for women, where there is only strong 
allecion. Under25 women are somewhat less permissive, 
but six out of ten condone it for women where there is only 
strong affection and nine out of ten where there is love. 

There is a surprising degree of tolerance of premarital sex 
in the general population, even when there is little or no emo- 
tional relationship between the partners. Six out of ten men 

nd nearly four out of ten women in our total sample 
tion coitus for single males where strong affection is lac 
and four out of ten men and two out ol ten women do so for 
single females. Here, too, the percentages of those who ap- 
prove it are highest among the young. Nevertheless, in every 
age group, the stronger the emotional commitment between 
partners, the larger is the percentage of those who approve. 
Todays adults are becoming more accepting of premarital 
sex without affection, but not even the young prefer it; their 
guiding attitude is what sociologist Ira Reiss has called "per- 

This, rather than swinging, has 
replaced the historic belief in premarital chastity. 

Our sample, taken as a whole, has had more, and more 
rewarding, premarital petting and premarital coitus U 
mong people under 35, the changes are consider- 


nes 


missiveness with affectio: 


able; among people under 25, they are really extraordinary. 

Petting, that curious compromise by which the young m: 
ge to have intense sexual experience while preserving virgin- 
ity, is both more common and less important than formerly. 
Kinsey reported that very large majorities of single men 
and single women had petted by the time they reached their 
late teens and early 20s; today, the majorities are even larger. 
though the increases are not very great, since the figures al- 
ready were high. More importantly, the character of petting 
has altered. Only a litle more than а quarter of Kinsey's 
males had ever petted to orgasm by the age of 25, while more 
than two thirds of ours have done so in just the past year. 
(In all direct comparisons with Kinsey, we used data based 
оп our white respondents, because Kinsey's data were based 
on whites only.) Only about a quarter of Kinsey's younger 
women had ever experienced orgasm through petting by the 
age of 20 and about two fifths by the age of 25; of our single 
women between 18 and 24, substantially more than hall— 
and possibly many more—did so in just the past year. 

Nevertheless, petting has become less important—no longer 
a long-term compromise or a sexual end in itself; today it is a 
relatively brief period of training in action and response that 
is transformed into coital foreplay, which is becoming stand 
d premarital behavior at all levels. 

The figures: 

+ A little more than two thirds of Kinsey's noncollege males 
had had coitus by the time they were 17: today the figure is 
closer to three quarters. For men who eventually go 10 col- 
lege. the increase is more dramatic: In Kinsey's sample, fewer 
than onc out of four had had any coitus by the age of 17, while 
in our sample, half have done so. At 20 and 25, Kinsey's fig 

e higher—and ours higher yet. 

* For females, the increases show up at all educational levels 
Fewer than a tenth of Kinsey's females had had any prc- 
marital coitus by 17, and only a third by 25; in our sample, 
more than twice as many have done so by 17 and, by 25, nearly 
half of the married women and three quarters of the single 
ones have һай premarital coitus. 

* The recency and the sweep of this change can be seen even 
more clearly in comparisons of the premarital records of each 
age group of married people in our survey. Most of the in 
crease in premarital coitus, especially among females, has 
occurred within the past 13 years: clearly, in five to ten years, 
premarital coitus will be all but universal among the young. 


ures 


EVER HAD PREMARITAL COITUS (total marri 

Under 25 4 
Males 95% 92% 
Females 8165 


86% 
65% 1% 


Remarkable as these figures are, they by no means imply a 
total break with the cultural values of the past. Today's un 
married young, by and large, are not indiscriminate, they do 
not practice kinky sex and, while they want sex to be physi- 
cally intense, they also want it to be emotionally meaningful. 

One clue to their swinging-caring balance is the number ol 
premarital coital partners they have. Although there are no 
data on this for males in Kinsey, we can look for change by 
comparing older males in our sample with younger ones. 
Married males 35 and over have had a median of six pre- 
marital coital partners, and the median for married males 


under 35 is still six; that is, 
there has been no significant 
increase in casual sex. (Medi- 
ans are midpoints; half of the 
miles in question had fewer 
partners, half had more) 
Kinsey does give data on 
the premarital partners of fe- 
males. Of those in his sample 
who had had premarital co- 
itus, a lie more than half 
had had only one partner. 
‘The same was true of the fe- 
males in the Playboy sam- 
ple, even among the younger 
women. There is undoubted- 
ly more casual coitus among 
gle people today than a 
generation ago, but most of 
it seems to occur among those who are 25 and older. More 
than three fifths of all single people are under 25, and their 
dominant sexual pattern is not casual or indisa iminatc. 
while many more single girls are having coitus, they 
do so with men they love and hope to marry—as did gi 
generation and more ago. The figur 


PREMARITAL COLTAL PARTNERS OF MARRIED FI 
Kinsey Born belore 1900 Born. 

Fiancé only 1090 

Others only 20% 

Fiancé and others 400% 416% 
Playboy Survey: Born 1938-1917 — Born 1918-1955 

Fiance only 19%, 519; 


Others only se ED 
Fiancé and others 


Yet more evidenc 
mule out of six and one lem: 
such impersonal forms of sexual cor 
and sex with more than oue parue 
of these have done so only once. 

Sexual liberation norvithisiand 
ions still surround the first pre 


ict as partner swapping, 
simultaneously, and most 


s anl ten: 
vital coiral experience. Pe 
oup pressure pushes many young people into coitus belore 
they ar y for it, and only four out of ten young males and 
two out of ten young females find the first experience 
pleasurable. (Some others find it “mostly” pleasurable.) More 
than a third of our young males and dose to two thirds of 
our young females experienced. regret and worry afterward; 
and even after many experiences, a fair number continue to 
worry about pregnancy and V. D. and to be troubled by cmo- 
tional and mor 


it, 
placed by the kid who worries that he 
acular event.” 

Though they worry about performance, single men and 
en today are much more adept and less inhibited in their 
precursors were, They spend a 
n dui n 
iced tech- 


n't making sex a spec- 


мо 
premarital coitus than th 
эши of time in forepliy—the medi: 
is more than 15 minutes—much of it i hly adv 
niques. The increase in oral-genital practices since Ki 
time is particularly noteworthy: 


Ше а 


сао 


ORAL-GENITAL FOREPLAY USED PREMARITALLY 
(high school and college-level males combined) 
insc Playboy Survey 


(Adolescent (8-21) 
Fellatio 339; 2 
Cunnil 19 


much freer in their use ol 
variant coital positions. Our 
single people are at least 
twice as likely as were Kin- 
scys to use, occasionally to 
olten, the female-above, on- 
theside, s d standing 
[entry 
ial intercourse is report- 
ed by 37 percent of our young 
single females. or six times as 
many as in Kinsey's. Anal 
tercourse was so uncom- 
mon in the Forties that Kin- 
scy published no da i 
today, more than one si 
of single males and femles 
under 25 who have had coitus 
ve tried anal intercourse, and nine percent of the males 
nd six percent of the females used it—at least occasionally— 
1 the past ye; 
Kinsey published no figures on the duration of premarital 
itus; he did say, however, that some three quarters of miv- 
ried males reached orgasm within two minutes, and there are 
indications in his survey that single males were just about 
as speedy. Single males (and females) today have a different 
concept of the act: The median duration in our 18024 group 
is ten minutes, according to males, and 15 minutes, according 
to females. (The discrepancy is due to the subjective nature of 
the estimates.) In the 4 cohort, the medians for both 
male and female are 15 minutes. 

Those singles who are having coitus are doing so more often 
today In the Kinsey sample, single males 16 to 25 who w 
having coitus (with nonprostitutes) had a median frequency 
of 25 times a year; in our sample, the median is 33. For we 
en, the increase is even more striking: The Kinsey median for 
single women 16 to 20 was once every five weeks, and for wo 
1 21 to 25 once every three weeks, as compared with more 
than once а week for our 18-to-24 cohort. 

But are they enjoying it more than their Kinsey counter- 
пу did? The greater freedom and sensuousness of pre 
y premarital coitus would seem to suggest this. But there is 
more concrete. proof, at least as far as females are concerned: 
According to Kinsey, only about half of the young single le 
males who were having coitus were having any orgasms at all. 
as compared with three quarters in our survey; further, con- 

iderably more of those in our sample than in Kinsey's have 
ns at least half the time, and the mec frequency of 
more than one coital orgasm every two weeks is three times as 
high as in Kinsey's sample. 

Compelling as they are, these numerical abstractions do not 
portray the mixture of concern and pride, of sensuality and 
emotional sincerity, that is typical of contemporary premarital 
coitus, We have seen in the statements by young people at the 
beginning of this article that while some of the young stress the 
purely physical, more typically they speak of the special me: 
ing that sex has in a caring relationship and they report thei 
peak sexual experiences as occurring only with partners with 
whom they have loving relationships. 

The sex ethic of most young single people today is essenti 
liberalromantic: the much-touted philosophy of rea 
sex is definitely a minority view. 


This is the second in a series of articles reporting the results 
of а comprehensive Playboy Foundation-funded survey of sex 
in America, Morton Hunt's full report will be published as a 
book, “Sexual Behavior in the 1970s," by Playboy Press. 
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cunnilingus, not the usual way as some- 
thing I was doiug for her but as some- 
thing she was forcing on me as a 
punishment while I was ticd down; but 
1 sure did enjoy itl 
Weeks have passed, and we have repeat- 
ed this and other diversions. I 10 longer 
feel guilty; I actually feel reborn. strange 
as that may sound. The world seems 
; place 
and, above all, I no longer feel any need 
to express disgust or outrage at other 
erotic minorities, such as homosexuals. It 
is as if I had lived in a dungeon all my 
life and have now discovered that the 
door was never locked and J could have 
walked out at any time. All my fears of 
being unmanly or degenerate now seem 
totally absurd, and J can only look with 
wry pity upon those who promulgate and 
believe the waditional sexual mora 
Thank God that love exists in this oth- 


(Name withheld by request) 

FPO San Fi ilornia 

The people whose shock at your behav 

ior seemed so threatening to vou are 

probably, behind their own bedroom 

doors, doing things they're. afraid you 
might find out about 


Fora perfect Margarita 
it’s the only Spanish 
you need to know. 


INDIVIDUALISTIC ETHICS 
In the July Playboy Forum, rtsynov 
defends its position that, “People should 
feel free to follow whatever moral code 
they prefer, as long as they don't harm 
others and don't wy to force their views 
on the unwilling.” But what individual 
is so sage that when he does something, he 
can predict whether or not it will harm 
others? PLAYnoy’s approach to morality 
might suit a person who is concerned 
only with the transient and immediate 
pleasures of life, but it will not make for 
a lasting balance between the i 
HELIUM Guten: Judaco-Christian 
ethic have been futureshocked 
near impotence in contemporary society, 
but they do have one valuable sugges- 
tion: The individual should get his mor- 
als [rom the community rather than from 
himself. 
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There's more to 
our beach than 


Just sand. 


Escape to "Your Island in the Sun” 


At Bahama Sound there's peace and 
quiet—there's clear blue water and 
fresh clean air—there's privacy— 
there's gently rolling hills—and tennis 
courts—and a private Beach Club. 

This can all be yours at today's 
sensible, low prices. Select Bahamas 
Island property—BUDGET TERMS. 

Bahama Sound—backed by the Mag- 
nuson Corporation—37 years of experi- 
ence—a solid reputation for integrity. 


Francisco, California 

There's no guarantee that any ethical 
system will protect a person from causing 
unintentional harm, Ethics deals with 
what man knowingly and willingly does, 
not what he does by accident. We don’t 
goalong with your insistence that getting 
one’s morals from the community is the 
only sound approach, but it is one of the 


Port] valid options—as long as the code, what- 
| ГЕЙДИ PUB jÎ ever it be, is freely and sincerely chosen. 
П 1 

| 25 SE. 2nd Ave., Miami Fl. 33131 Hl os cepas 

| me l| I conducted a psychiatric study of 
| Address lÎ promiscuity, the purposes of which were 
| City 1| to understand why people turn to pro 
| State Zip 1| miscuous sexual behavior, what they 

1 Not available 1o residents ot states where prohibi- Ц pect to gain from it and what forms it 
[Анн Аб) j| takes, 1 do not mean to imply that prom- 


iscuity is necessarily an emotional or 
social problem, since there have been 
many societies and cultures in which it 
is not only accepted but institutionalized 
and represents the norm. In such socie- 
ties—the South Pacific islands. for ex- 
ample—relationships seem to be less 
intense, more casual and superficial 

The majority of the 28 couples and 
single persons 1 interviewed had adver 
tised in different swingers’ magazines for 
group sex, swinging or just extramarital 
sexual relations. Most of them were not 
sexual intercourse as а primary 
but wanted something clse that was 
not performanceoriented or connected 
with potency, such as oral-genital contact 
or general touching, caressing and fon- 
dling. They expressed to me feclings of 
loneliness or alienation. 1 believe the 
previously held opinion that promise 
ous people are sexually dissatisfied and 
therefore are constantly searching for sat 
isfaction is an oversimplification and а 
distortion. The cause of promiscuity docs 
not have to be physical. Rather it cin be 
a tremendous need to be loved and want 
ed; the physical contact is used merely to 
fulfill that need. 1 would say that promis- 
k the ability to love and 
to give without fear and expectation. 
They are more interested in getting than 
in giving. 


cuous people la 


I. Emery Breitner, M.D. 
Psychiauist 
Roslyn, New York 


ORGASM IN WOMEN 

I'd like to add my two cents’ worth to 
the controversy stemming from Dr. Sey 
mour Fisher's inference in his book The 
Female Orgasm ihat а woman's rela 
tionship with her father determines her 
ability to experience orgasm. My wife 

ijoys frequent and intense orgasms. 


This might surprise Dr. Fisher, since her 
father died when she was scarcely one 
year old. 


ame withheld by request) 
ami, Florida 

Dr. Fisher's findings have been widely 
questioned, but he did include fatherless 
women in his sample and found that a 
majority suffered from orgasmic dysjunc- 
tion. The fact thal some didn't, of course, 
can be explained in any number of ways 
That's why psychology isn’t an exact 
science. 


PROBLEMATIC PENIS 
The August Playboy Forum includes 
a discussion of the problems of men who 
go to bed with today’s liberated women, 
n't get crections and are ucated with 
contempt. I met a girl at college a 
ly 
weeks after we met, J was visiting her 
apartment when she announced that she 
was going to seduce me. That was fine 
ith me, but she went about it rather 
crudely, telling me what she expected of 
me instead of trying to put me in a 
(continued on page 186) 
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Micronite filter. 

Mild, smooth taste. 

For all the right reasons. 
Kent. 
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America's quality cigarette. 
_ King Size or Deluxe 1005. 


Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined 


Kings: 17 mg. “tar,” 1.1 mg. nicotine; That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health. 
00's: 19 mg. “tat,” 1.3 mg. nicotine av. per cigarette, ЕТС Report Feb. 73. 


Ifyou want to hear every 


The Panasonic RE-8484. A six-piece home 
entertainment system that can play everything 
in discrete 4-channel. 


And there’s 
a lot of discrete 
to play. Hun- 
dreds of 8-track 
tapes. All the 
CD-4 records. 
And maybe 
someday dis- 
crete FM radio 
broadcasts. 
The next frontier for discrete 4-channel. 


What Is 4-Channel Sound? 
Since the early 50's, most music has been 
recorded in stereo, or two parts. That's 2- 
channel sound. Now there's a revolutionary 
new way to hear music. In four parts. That's 
4-channel sound. 

But it's not quite that simple. All 4-channel 
tapesare recorded by the discrete method. 
But there are two methods for putting 4-channel 
sound on records. Discrete. And matrix. 


Discrete or Matrix? 
Both start with 4 separate channels of sound. 

With matrix, the 4 channels are crowded 
into 2 channels when they're put on records. 
Then they're artificially converted back to 
4 channels on the way to the speakers. But the 
channels aren't separate anymore. They 
overlap. So you lose separation. 

With discrete, the 4 channels of sound are 
put on records as 4 separate channels. So 
that's what you hear from your speakers. Four 
separate and distinct channels of sound. 
Without the compromises of matrix. 

Now, for the first time, you can experience 
sound that's never been captured on records 
before. Sound so realistic and natural. And 
with such depth. It's as if you were ata live 
performance. 

But you don't have to take our word for it. 


here's every 


The Discrete 
Record Companies. 
Companies such as 
RCA, Warner, Elektra, 
Atlantic, Nonesuch, 
and Project3 also 
heard the difference 
between discrete and 
matrix. That's why they 
selected the discrete 
method to produce 4- 
channel records. Which 
they call CD-4 Quadradiscs. 

And now you can hear all your favorite 
artists on discrete 4-channel CD-4 records. 


thing in discrete 4-channel 


thing you need 


The CD-4 Artists. 
Mss | Carly Simon. Frank 
^ Sinatra. Aretha Frank- 
lin. Hugo Montenegro. 
= Elvis Presley. Enoch 
4 Light. The Doors. Seals 
: Bc Y & Crofts. Bette Midler. 
p Я Nat Stuckey. Judy Col- 
2 ra lins. Donny Hathaway. 
Jose Feliciano. Arlo Guthrie. Bread. Eugene 
Ormandy. The New Seekers. The Mystic 
Moods. And the Doobie Brothers. Just to 
name a few. 
And here’s the inside story on how to get 
inside their new music. 


The Everything System. 

It's the Panasonic RE-8484. It plays discrete 
4-channel CD-4 records. Discrete 4-channel 
8-track tapes. And can be adapted for discrete 
4-channel FM broadcasts should they become 
areality. It even has our exclusive Quadruplex™ 
Circuitry. So it plays matrix 4-channel records 
and broadcasts. And enhances the sound of 
Stereo records and tapes. Everything. 

The RE-8484 has a 
full-size automatic record 
changer. With a built-in 
Tt! discrete CD-4 demodula- 
tor and CD-4 semi-conductor cartridge. To get 
the most out of your CD-4 records. And viscous- 
damped cueing and anti-skating control. To 
treat even your old stereo records gently. 

The system also includes a built-in 8-track 
tape player. With an automatic selector for 
2- or 4-channel tape. A pushbutton program 
selector that gets you where you wantto be 
on the tape. And indicator lights that tell you 
when you've arrived. 

There's also an FM/AM and FMstereo radio 
with FET's and a tuned RF stage. To pull in 
distant stations. And AFC. To hold on to them 
once you've got them. 

Thereare slide-lever volume controls for 
each of the 67” air-suspension speakers. So 
you can balance the sound for wherever you're 
sitting. Even an optional remote balancer 
(the RD-9775). So you can move the sound from 
speaker to speaker. Without moving yourself 
from your chair. And a loudness control. To 
boost the bass at low volume levels. 

Butthe everything system isn't 
everything we offer you in discrete 
4-channel systems. We have a 

29, Whole line of them called Series 44". 
Discrete is the ultimate in 4-channel sound. 
We're the ultimate in discrete. 

So to get into the best in 4-channel sound. 

Just get into see your nearby Panasonic dealer. 


Panasonic. 
just slightly ahead of our time. 
200 Park Avenue, New York, N. Y. 10017. 


ORPORATED. HARTFORD, CONNECTICUT. 
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The Adams Apple E ™ 
emad | SMIRNOFF 


A while back we introduced 
a пісе, simple drink called the 
Adam's Apple. 

Apparently our Adam's Apple 
was too simple. People couldn't 
resist the temptation to com- DN Ч 
plicate it That's ОК. with us. ý 
One guy we know made it a D ў 
short drink so there'd be room To make m2 
in his tall glass for apple slices Apple, pour an ounce or so 


and cinnamon sticks. р par- 
z of Smirnoff їп an ice-filled 

Me ye hen, of people adding glass (tall or short). Add 
EO DOMUI apple juice or apple cider. 


even crushed mint. 
Is there no end to this mad- 
ness? We certainly hope not. leaves you breathless* 


wor wav: JAMES DICKEY 


a candid conversation with the prize-winning poet and author of “deliverance” 


In a scene near the end of the film 
“Deliverance,” Jon Voight stands on the 
bank of a gently flowing river, watching 
as men throw grappling hooks into the 
water and drag the bottom for a body. 
He is approached by a man dressed in а 
Khaki uniform and wearing а gun: the 
sheriff. He is a much bigger man than 
Voight, has the build of an aging ex- 
football player who has let himself go 
but can still call on a reservoir of strength 
when he needs it. His face is broad and 
flat and looks like it has suffered. some 
whiskey damage. It's also mean. “Now, 
what about this?” he asks in tones of true 
backwoods menace. 

The sheriff is played by James Dickey, 
author of the book from which the movie 
was adapted. He also wrote the screen- 
play and received an Academy Award 
nomination for it. For "Buckdancers 
Choice,” a volume of his poetry, he won 
a National Book Award in 1966. In fact, 
Dickey is considered by many critics to 
be one of the finest poets of his g 
tion, an uncommonly gifted and power- 
ful writer, a major talent. 

If it seems unlikely that a serious 
American poet could play a sinister back- 
woods sheriff, that’s just fine with Dick 
He is proud of the fact that he came lo 
poctry and scholarship through а set of 
unusual circumstances and that he doesn’t 
exactly fit the anguished and ethereal 
stereotype people have come to associate 
with poets. “I think we need more of the 


“I don't really regret very many of the 
things that Гое done. The things I've 
done that youre supposed to regret—I 
only regret that I didn’t do more of 
them when I had the chance 


unexpected,” he says emphatically, “both 
from our pocts and from their poetry. 
The unexpected is what makes poctry 
exciting and the more of that, the better.” 

Dickey was raised in Atlantia in a 
middle-class family. As a youth, he pre- 
ferred football and track to books and, in 
1942, went to Clemson University in South 
Carolina to play fullback on a scholar- 
ship; but after one season, he went into 
the Service. Like many men, Dickey was 
changed and influenced tremendously by 
World War Two. As an Army Air Corps 
pilot, he flew rimental night fighters 
over the South Pacific, spending long 
empty hours between missions that were 
as hazardous as il was possible to fly. To 
pass the time and to keep his mind off 
the dangers, Dickey began to read. “I just 
read. anything that came to hand, what- 
ever was lying around. But it gradually 
dawned on my foggy adolescent mind that 
there was some hind of distinction. be- 
tween the way things were written, that 
some things were better than others.” 

By the lime he had gone through every 
book the Special Services had to offer, he 
had given himself a cram course in the 
English language and its literature. The 
war behind him, he enrolled in Vander- 
bilt University to pursue his new-found 
passion. “1 was one of the older freshmen 
and when the time came to do our first 
English paper, most of the students were 
writing about summer jobs and the like. 
1 wrote my paper on the invasion of 


"You can't do a simple thing any longer 
without trying to discover some dark rea- 
son for it. If you like eating ice-cream 
cones, it's because you're a repressed 
homosexual or somethin 


Okinawa. After that, I sort of wrote my 
own ticket and got a lot of help from 
some of the best professors in the place.” 

He had married and was busy with a 
teaching career, pursuing higher degrees, 
writing poetry for the small journals and 
raising a family, when he was recalled for 
Korea, When that onc was over, he 
again returned. to school. This time he 
left to go into advertising. “I just got 
tired of not being able to pay my kids 
denust bills. 1 had to make some money 
for my family.” He worked in New York 
and his native Allanta, rising to positions 
of authority in the agency and carning 
handsome salaries. But after five years 
of it, he left to write poetry full time. 

“My first book of pocms, ‘Into the 
Stone,’ came out while I was still in ad- 
vertising. We were living well, had а com- 
fortable suburban house and all of that. 
But the advertising business was taking 
up more and more of my time and that 
wasn’t what I wanted to do. I had a 
Guggenheim grant, so I talked it over 
with my wife and we just decided. I quit. 
It was hard at first. We were on relief for 
awhile. But Гос never regretted it.” 

He wrote. And as more books were 
published, his reputation grew. There 
was a demand for him at the colleges, 
where he gave memorable readings of his 
poetry. A large part of his appeal lay in 
his unconventional image. Her 


was a 
man who hunted with a bow and arrow, 
enjoyed whitewater canocing—andwrote 


DAVID CHAN 


“The occupational hazards for poets are 
alcoholism and suicide. You could rattle 
off a whole list of poets who have com 
milled suicide just in my generation and 
the one before it.” 
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Thefirst accurate speaker for rock music. 


Rock music freaks have always dug 
the powertul, deep bass that they 

could push out of AR speakers; 
and now, with the AR-8, we've 
combined that gutsy low- 
frequency response with a 
new tweeter and crossover 
network to put Out a really 
hard and sizzling high end 


The AR-8 has the quick 
transient response that 
makes rock sound right, 
broad dispersion, and high- 
temperature voice coils to 
handle the power it takes to. 
really fill up a room. Sug- 
gested retail price is $119. 


Although the AR-8 sounds 
great on rock, it is still very. 
much AR. Accurate clear 
sound, with wide frequency 
responso, minimal distortion, 
and all the engineering excel- 
lence and care in manufacturing 
that has made AR the largest-selling 
and most respected name in high fidelity imme 
speaker systems. 

Write for detailed literature. 


10 AMERIC 


DRIVE 


And that's why you'll want to own electronically, measures the light 
it. The TL Electro-X is the world's electronically, making it the most 
first fully electronic SLR system accurate and reliable SLR you 
camera. The heartofthesystem can buy. Yashica TL Electro-X. It 
is a solid-state electronic brain isn't just another status symbol. 
that times the shutter speeds It's a better camera. 


ACOUSTIC RESEARCH, INC 


NORWOOD. MASS D2062 


Yashicas TL Electro-X isnt 
just another status symbol. 


about these strenuous activities with 
eloquence and passion. 
In 1970, Dick first now Deliver- 


ance,” was published. Perhaps one of the 
best adventure stories ever written, 
it was an immediate best seller, bringing 
Dickey far more money and recognition 
than his poetry had ever earned. The 
moine version of the bool, starring Burt 
Reynolds, was an equally big success. 

A prosperous 50, Dickey now lives with 
his wife, Maxine, and son Kevin in a 
suburb of Columbia, South Carolina, 
where he is poet in residence at the 
University of South Carolina. Associate 
Articles Editor Geoffrey Norman visited 
him there shortly after “Deliverance” 
was published. Later he wrote “The Stuff 
oj Poetry” (pLayuoy, May 1971), profiling 
Dickey and describing a canoeing expe- 
dition the two of them took down a 
stretch of the Chattahoochee River. Quer 
the next year or two, he visited Dickey 


several more times. When PLaynoy de- 
cided 10 conduct an interview with 
Dickey, Norman seemed the obvious 
choice. His report: 

“Since Гис known Dickey, I've gone 
hunting as well as canoeing with him, 
nces. Bul nei- 


and enjoyed both exper 
ther matched just talking with him. I've 
always been a sort of Edgar Allan Poe 
fan—something I picked up in childhood, 
no doubt. Well, Dickey and I were down 
around Charleston one night, not far 
from the setting of ‘The Gold Bug? We 
started talking about that and went on 
for two or three hours, with Dickey tell- 
ing me more than I'd ever known about 
Poe. And telling it with this overwhelm- 
ing energy and this sympathy for the 
man’s torments as an artist. It was quite 
a performance, and it made me wish that 
Vd had him as a teacher. 

"On other occasions, we've talked 
about poets, whiskey, football, flying, 
snakes, McLuhan, wolves, the French, 
among other 


madness and James Ag 
things. So when 1 was asked to [ly down 
10 his home in Columbia and talk with 
Dickey Jor publication, my feelings were 
like Brer Rabbit's about the briar patch. 
Е public 
image as much as anything else, so 1 began 
the interview by ashing him about that.” 


PLAYBOY: Ther at deal about you 
and your personal life—your arches 
your white. £ 
lifting and the like—that doesn't. really 
fit with what people expect of poets. 

Dickey: That's more a judgment on the 
stereotype we have of poets than it is on 
me. If there's апу one characteristic of 
good poets and good poetry, it's the 
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unexpected. I like things like white-water 
canoeing and archery, and if that means 
I'm a poet who docsn't fall close to the 
stereotype, that’s fine with me. 

PLAYBOY. Do you think that kind of 
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thing makes you a sort of. Hemingway 
among poets? 
DICKEY: I'm not trying for any such 
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know why we have to go 
through this endless analysis of. motive 
the way we do. You can't do а simple 
thing any longer without trying to dis- 
cover some dark reason for it. The fact 
that you happen to like doing it isn't 
enough, If you like eating ice-cream 
cones, it's because you're a repressed 
homosexual or something. It's all very 
destructive. 

Jf I weren't a poet, nothing much 
would be made of the fact that I like 
doing things that involve the body. I 
simply happen to feel better when my 
body is in shape to do th 
athlete before I was a poet. My first love 
was football. In fact, 1 first went to col- 
lege on a football scholarship. In those 
days, poetry was the farthest thing from 
my mind. There's something about the 
body, you know; it’s the one thing you 
can't fake, You go into a locker room 
sometime where a bunch of old, out-of- 
shape men are sitting around and see 
what happens when a fellow who's real- 
ly in shape comes in. 

PLAYBOY: Do your physical activities tend 
to be competitive? 

Dickey: I used to feel that it was impor- 
tant to be the best and it would make 
mc miserable to think J wasn't. There 
was a time when getting the arrow in 
the middle of the target didn’t make me 
ticularly happy, but mot getting it 
there made me feel awful. But I've 
reached the stage now where I can do 
1 these things just for the pleasure 
that’s in them. 

PLAYBOY: But you've won trophies in 
archery tournaments. 

DICKEY: Sure. Lots of them. And that's 
finc and it felt good. But I don't Лаос to 
bc the best anymore. W «d to 
think that and it’s one of the reasons we 
are a nation of hustlers and. go-getters 
and so successful and rich. It’s also the 
reason the alcoholic wards and insane 
ylums and suicide graves are so full. 
This mad competitive situation we live 
in produces great material benefit and 
happiness for some people who seem to 
have been born for it—but great misery 
for many others. 

PLAYBOY: A great deal of your poetry 
shows a strong feeling for the outdoor 
world, for a primitive and violent kind 
of nature. Can you explain your fascina- 


^ ings. I was an 
The new shape of sound: 
We've combined form with function to 
bring you Мейгоп 2005. A home 
fidelity stereo system complete with 
AM/FM radio, 8-track tape player 
апа deluxe 8SR changer, exclusive 
sound chamber and built-in speakers. 
All designed inlo one compact unit 
that makes sound as beaultitul to 
look at as it is 
tohear. 
Ask your locat 
dealer for a 
demonstration. 
Or write us for 
information. 


2006 Speakers 
optional for 
4 specker fidelity. 


; JOCK JOCK: 


The new idea in men's une 


Durham, N.C. 27702 


this sensational 

new patented un. 

derwear? Simple 
it's a whole new 
kind of free-feeling 
comfort no ordinary underwear can give. A to- 
Tally new concept. Not а baggy boxer, binding 
brief or supporter. No seat or ieg straps to chafe 
& pull. Follows the NATURAL lines of the male 
anatomy. Great under coubleknit & white pants 
for a reat, trim, masculine look. Eliminates un: 
sightly show-thru seat seams. Handsome and 
fashionable but also made for those sports such 
as tennis, golf, cycling, bowling, etc. where just 
aD of support is desired without being up- 
ight. 


In soft 4-way stretch nylon with striped waist 
band. Sold by waist size. 3/510. 6/$19.50. 
Add $1 for handling & prompt return. 
p-------------- 


Brawn Products Dept. PL-311 No C.0.D. 


4536 W. Pt. Loma ВМ, San Diego,ca 92107 егей iion with the wilderness? 
W How many? Waist size _ — f | DICKEY: The reason nature makes such 
E Сре Pouch Delux Striped Band an impact on me, in relatively t 


C] Navy Porch /Delux Striped Band 
Û Solid White 


tiv 


ics like hunting, is that I sec so 
ature that every time I do sce 
strikes me like a It's like a 
glimpse of another kind of existence. I 


vision. 


would never go out and live for months 
in the wilderness. I couldn't survive 
there. I'm not that good a shot with a 
bow; I'm not that conversant with the 
ways of nature. I admire people who are, 
but I could never be like that. I'm ac 
tually a bookish and rather shy person. 

Another reason I'm so taken with na 
ture, with the woods, is 1 w 
steadily and irrevocably losing them. 
Once gone, they are not restorable. It 
scems to me that the symbols of 20th 
Century destruction are not the atomic 
bomb, germ warfare, the B-52 bomber 
the ICBM or any of the other much. 
advertised weapons of mass destruction 
that are supposed to be hanging over 
our heads like Ше sword of Damocles. 1 
don't think the true symbols oí man- 
kind's destroying itself are those things 
t all. The two most pernicious symbols 
of the destructiveness of man by the greed 
and evil in his own nature arc the bull. 
dozer and the chain saw. 

PLAYBOY: Is this fccling about machines 
the reason you hunt with a bow instead 
of a gun? 

Dickey: I'm deathly afraid of guns. If 1 
heard a sudden loud noise close by, even 
if I made it myself and knew it was com. 
ing, I would jump cleanly out of my 
skin. And there is something so final 
about a gun. People get hurt so badly 
with them: They shoot off their feet; 
they mistake hunters for rabbits or deer 
they kill their sons. 

1 like to look at guns, but J don't like 
to handle them or be around them when 
they're being fired. I guess I've seen too 
many of them fired at men in earnest. 
They don't seem to belong in the kind. 
of hunting relationship that I want. I 
like a bow because your body is involved 
in it. You have to exert your own 
strength. Ies hard to hit anything with 
You have to get closer to the game; 
have to enter into his world. 

PLAYBOY: Why kill the deer? Why not 
stalk them for close-up photographs? 
DICKEY: 105 not the same relationship at 
all. I would rather enter into the deer's 
universe of life and death, of survival, 
than stalk him for something as incon- 
dusive as а picture, It seems 10 me 
much more a tribute to the decr to join 
him on his own ground, where he really 
all the adv єх. He can run а lot 
faster than you: ases are much more 
alert; it's his territory, not yours. 1 think 
you do him an honor by entering his 
world of life and death. 

PLAYBOY: But it’s only his death that's at 
stake. He's not likely to kill you. 

DICKEY: That's пис. But Fred Bear, the 
rchery manufacturer and master hunter 
and woodsman, tells me thar the white- 
riled deer is the most challenging big- 
ame animal in the world; that if you 
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can successfully hunt him, you can hunt 
anything. And he ought to know, since 
he's killed just about every kind of game 
animal in the world—including an cle- 
phant—with a bow and arrow. So hunt- 
ing deer with a bow is not easy and not 
simple slaughter. And I can assure you 
that the deer population is in no danger 
from me. 1 hunt once every two years, 
and with very ill success at that. What I 
like is just being there. 

PLAYBOY: You're not just gratifying some 
atavistic need? 

Dickey: How in the hell would anybody 
possibly know? But it strikes me that 
the people who actually live around the 
woods and actually know them are a lot 
less worried about the fate of a single 
deer than people who live in large 
apartment buildings in cities. When 
you're there, the circumstances seem a 
and the whole thing 
d of excitement that 
makes it seem perfectly natural. You get 
out in the woods and start seeing tracks 
and signs and there's not anything else 
like it. And you learn very fast just how 
out of place you are. I remember once 
when I was hunting in the mountains of 
north Georgia. It was warm and I'd 
been walking since dawn. In the after- 
noon, I found a comfortable place at the 
edge of a clearing and stretched out 
under a tree. I very quickly fell asleep in 
that warm sun. After а litle while, I 
opened my eyes for some reason and saw 
several deer across the clearing, They 
were just grazing; several doe out in the 
clearing and the bucks back a little in 
the trees. I was so sleepy that I just 
closed my eyes again. 1 thought I'd get 
them in a minute. When I woke up 
about ten minutes later, they were gone. 
At first I didn't believe they'd ever been 
there. But the other side of the clearing 
was covered with tracks. I'm sure that 
something changed when I woke up and 
saw them. Maybe I gave off a scent. 
Whateve was, they could sense it and 
they got out of there. 

PLAYBOY: Another side of your fascina- 
tion with nature seems to bc an interest 
in its darker aspects. Why is it that in 
many of your poems about nature—and. 
in parts of Deliverance—there is such 
strong sense of evil lurking beneath the 
tranquil and beautiful surfaces? 

DICKEY: In my little bit of graduate work 
in American literature 20 years ago at 
Vanderbilt, 1 was a kind of two-bit Mel- 
ville scholar. That was my only daim to 
fame after a year or so of working in 
graduate school, in those dark satanic 
mills. The thing that impressed me most 
about Melville was exactly the thing you 
described, this sense of an apparently 
serene surface which masks some hidden 
horror, some unknown universal evil. 


There's the great chapter in Moby Dick, 
on the whiteness of the whale, when he 
develops the idea that white is kind of 
the color that masks all the darkness. He 
talks very eloquently in Moby Dick 
about striking through this deceptively 
serene and even beautiful surface under 
which lurks the other nameless thing. 
PLAYBOY: Sharks and snakes appear often 
in your poetry. Are they your white 
whales? 

DICKEY: ] don't know. Гуе always had a 
very strong attraction to the ot/icr—the 
thing that’s most unlike humans and 
most unlike any kind of life that is close 
to us like, say, a dog is. A shark is a low, 
brutal, terrifying. unpredictable and suc- 
cessful form of life. The shark hit the 
evolutionary jackpot the first 
around. He hasn't had to evolve at all in 
millions of years. He is very alien. So is 
a snake. Both of them are, I think, just 
about as far away from lu 
4 appea 
got. Well, maybe some of the insects 
would be farther. But some of them I 
felt much doser to than I do to a snake. 
A bee, for example, which can sting you 
and be very painful about it, does пог 
evoke in me the same sense of fear and 
awe thar a snake does or that a shark 
does. A sh; is nothing but sheer, 100 
percent senseless power and rapacity. 
They tear their own guts out, you know, 
when they get excited and are snapping 
at something—get to cating cach other 
and end up g themselves. 
PLAYBOY: Your first published poem was 
about a shark, wasn't it? 

DICKEY: The Shark at the Window. It was 
in the early days of marine aquariums 
down on the Florida coast. My brother 
and 1 took a trip down there after 1 got 
out of the Service. I had never se 
п, or whatever they call them, 
fascinated. by those huge 
ting by with that kind of 
п their eyes. It’s so blank 
you're quite convinced they know a 
lot you could never know. And they 
know it in ways morc useful than the 
things that you know are useful to you. 
PLAYBOY: How important do you think it 
is for the reader of your poetry to know 
about the kinds of things—such as 
sharks and snakes, archery and canoe- 
ing—that. interest you as a man? Would 
his appreciation of your work be limited 
ifhe t know anything about you? 
picker: My formative ycars of dealing 
with poetry were so tyrannized by the 
influence of T. S. Eliot t it has en 
me—as I dare say a good many other 
poets—a long time to get over or 
around Eliot's ideas. His notion of art 
as completely sufficient unto itself, that 
the important thing is what’s on the 
page and that it doesn’t involve the 


ian. charac- 


ces as has yet been 


at 


guy's personality, since all you're read- 
ing is words in a certain order that have 
a certain сїса on you, sounds fine. But, 
alter all, the thing wasn't written by a 
machine. It was written by one human 
being to another human being—in this 
case, you. I like, much better than El- 
iot’s rather bloodless notions of poetry, 
the feeling that Malcolm Lowry had 
about the writers he cared for. Lowry 
one of my favorite writers. He had all 
the guts and the gusto and the accessibil- 
ity to experience that Eliot never had. 
Besides being an alcoholic, he was an 
enthusiast, and there's not a thing better 


in the world than a genuine alcoholic 


enthusiast. Lowry loved the sea. Moby 
Dick was his idea of a great book. There 
was a fellow from either Norway or 
Sweden named Nordahl Grieg who wrot 
about the sca. Lowry's impulse when he 
read Nordahl Grieg was not to write a 
critical article about him but to go and 
meet him. I like that. 

PLAYBOY: Would it make amy difference to 
your appreciation of someone's poetry 
to know whether he was a. Republican, 
Democrat, Socialist or vegetarian? 
DICKEY: No, it would interest me, but it 
wouldn't make any dillerence in how I 
read the poem. Bur the fact that Robert 
Frost had these terrible fears of death 
adds a dimension to my reading a poem 
like Acquainted with the Night. 
PLAYBOY: And knowing that Keats was a 
consumptive would enhance your appre- 
ciation of him? 

Dickey: Sure. How could you read Rob- 
ert Burns without being aware that he 
was a Scotsman? Or Faulkner without 
knowing that he was a Southerner? 
PLAYBOY: Are the kinds of political activ- 
ity some writers get involved in equally 
important to any serious consideration 
of their work? Norman Mailer's running 
for mayor, for example? 

Dickey: Oh, that’s just fun and games. 
Norman Mailer doesn't know anything 
about running а city, though he has a 
number of crackbrained schemes. Why he 
does these things is his own business 
he does them for his own reasons. I like 
Norman very much personally. I'm al- 
ways amused and sometimes infur 
at his public actions, but the man h 
is the gentlest and most companion 
fellow imaginable. I sometimes can’t be- 
lieve that the Norman Mailer I know is 
the same person I read about in News 
week doing all those ridiculous things 
PLAYBOY: Still, some pocts—such as Rob- 
ert Lowell—have been conspicuously po- 
litical in a serious way. And there are 
those who claim that in these times the 
artist must take a stand. Do you have 
any definable politics? 

DICKEY: J don't think pocts have any par- 
ticular inside wack on political insight. 
History has proved the opposite to be 
the case. Look at Ezra Pound. I think 
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any man who happens to write poctry 
and is also interested in poli really 
engaged in poli i 
poet. The business of pocts' using their 
reputations, such as they happen to be, 
to prognosticate on political affairs is 
not only unfortunate but silly. A poct 
has no more reason to be taken seriously 
as a political pundit or shaper of public 
opinion than a mason or a pipe fitter. 
There's a dangerous tendency i 
American life to assume that because a 
person knows something about one field 
he can tell you all about everything else. 
My political opinions are no better than 
anybody else's. They are just my op 
ions as a private citizen. 1 don't claim 
any kind of clairvoyance in any matters 
at all, including poetry. Certainly not in 
politics or international problems or the 
problems of cities or racial problems or 
overpopulation, ecology and all of those 
s. 1 consider myself, as Santayana 
once said of himself, "an ignorant man; 
almost a poet 
PLAYBOY: What about in extreme cases, 
such as the persecution of writers such 
as Solzhenitsyn? Do you think the artist 
has some sort of respo y there? 
DICKEY: That's quite a different thing. 
The business of persecuting a man for 
what he writes is obviously reprehensi- 
ble. I've signed dozens of petitions in 
vor of the Soviet Jews and protesting 
their treatment over there. 1 don't think 
any of them have had any effect, but I 
always sign th 
PLAYBOY: You appeared with Yevtushen- 
ko when he was touring this country. 
Did you ever argue about this with him? 
DICKEY; Yes. I don't like to sce a country 
that I've been in two wars for run down 
by a man from a country that is sys- 
tematically disadvantaging hundreds of 
thousands of Jews. When Yevtushenko 
and I appeared together at Madison 
Square Garden, I spoke to him about 
the line of his that says, “The stars in 
your , America, are bullet holes." I 
said, "Suppose 1 went to your country 
and got up at a poctry reading and said, 
"Russi, your flag is red be it ds 
dipped in the blood of millions of 
Jews?" He said, “They would not like to 
hear that from you.” And I said I didn't. 
like hearing the same thing from him. 
PLAYBOY: Did you part friends? 
DICKEY: Yeah. We swapped hats. He says 
it's the custom of his country, but I 
think it's a custom he made up on the 
spur of the moment because he wanted. 
to get my hat. I had a lot better hat 
than his. Mine was fox fur and his was 
Siberian sable or something. 
PLAYBOY: Do you think that artists, when 
they do get into politics, can influence 
events in a significant way? 


m. 


DICKEY: J don't think artists ever influ- 
ence poli thought much one way or 
another. Under any circumstances. They 
might affect things a little in the way of 
public action—such as the publication 
of Upton Sinclair's book about the 
meat-packing industry, The Jungle. That 
helped get better pure-food laws put in. 
But I don't think any novel or poem or 
literary essay would ever cause the fall 
of a nation. Or the rise of one, either. 
PLAYBOY: What about cases like George 
Orwell? Didn't he shape political atti- 
tudes toward totalitarianism? 

DICKEY: Theoretically and probably in 
some practical ways, an artist's work can 
nfluence 
at as some people believe it 
- The connection of literary people 
with politics has, however, resulted 
an atmosphere of literary blackmail. 
Say someone has an opinion of the Viet- 
nam war and someone else has another 
opinion. One is a poet in this hypotheti- 
cal case and the other is a reviewer. 
What happens far too often is that the 
reviewer will use his disagreement. with 
the poets politics to put the poetry 
down. In other words, the unspoken at- 
titude behind the review will be, "You 
don't agree with me on Vietnam; there- 
fore your poetry is no good." 

PLAYBOY: You've experienced some of 
that, haven't you? 

Dickey: There isn’t anything politically 
reprehensible that I haven't been ac 
cused of by the literarysheep faction at 
one time or another. 1 seem to have 
become identified with intellectual sup- 
port of Viemam. Bullshit. 1 don't sup- 
port Vietnam. People talk about my 
poem The Firebombing as though it 
were written by a man who loved to 
burn up children. They are either bei 
pervei 1 dinary, run- 
ofthemill ignorant. That's nor what it's 
about; that's not the danger facing pilots. 
The danger is in the fecling of power it 
gives them to do these things and not be 
held accountable for the carnage and the 
terror and bloodshed and mutilation. To 
not even see it. I guess it’s no longer the 
fire-bombing airplane that's the symbol of 
this sort of thing but something even 
farther removed physically from the vic- 
tims. It’s the fellow who pushes the button 
for the ICBM. He is never even going to 
see the cities he reduces to atomic ashes. 
He might read about it later, but he is 
not held accountable or even called on to 
witness the result of this action. 

Now, that's the dangerous thing. That 
is what The Firebombing is about—that 
you'll never have to face up to the car- 
nage and death and mutilation you have 
wrought. To you it just looks like a 
beautiful spectacle. And it is beautiful. 


do that. But I think Orwell's 
is not as gr 


It’s not horrible, because you don't see 
the horror. You're far above it. You're 
looking down like the eye of God. It's 
really like fireworks. The Firebombing 
is about the worst guilt of all—the guilt 
of not being able to feel guilt over the 
things you ought to feel guilty about. 
PLAYBOY; You've written several poems 
about the war—among them some of 
your best. Why is it that you and so 
many other American writers have made 
war a central theme? 
DICKEY: For a couple of reasons. World 
War Two quite literally determined 
the course of history for hundreds of 
years, maybe for thousands. If you're 
part of a drama of that global scope, it 
can't help but make some kind of tre- 
mendous impression on your personal 
- 105 the most important and pro- 
found historical drama that you will 
ever personally have a chance to p 
part in. The bloodshed, death, disease 
and mutilation are terrible things. No 
humane person wants that to go on. Yet 
when it docs go on, it’s no good saying 
that it isn’t tremendously dramatic and 
far-reaching. When you li 
pated in it, you have been part of the 
historical process. One of the sources of 
lusionment after World War One 
and World War Two was that people 
who went back to their jobs and their 
ordinary lives felt like something was 
missing, some sense of belonging to a 
large historical action. John Hersey at- 
tempted to portray one of these men in 
his novel about flying. The War Love 
‘There were people who didn’t want the 
war to end. They knew they would 
never again be so up or have such a 
sense of consequence. Some fellows in 
my squadron actually cried when the 
peace was signed. "They didn't want to 
Бо back to driving taxis. They wanted to 
fly airplanes and be heroes. 
PLAYBOY: We were talking about knowing. 
the poet to better understand his work. 
One of the things you learn about con- 
temporary poets is that they are, most of 
them, truly tormented, haunted men. 
Dickey; Yes. The occupational hazards 
for poets are alcoholism and su 
usually in combinations of one sort or 
another. You could rattle off a whole 
list of American poets who have commit- 
ted suicide just in my gencration and 
the one before it. It's terrible. John Ber- 
ryman, Randall Jarrcll, Hart Cranc. І 
read that big book on Сгапсѕ life, Voy- 
ager, and ТЇЇ tell you, I have never read 
of such a hellacious 33-yearlong life. 
And Crane was a creature meant for joy 
and ecstasy and all that. But what he got 
was agony and terror and uncertainty 
and worry about money. 

Or take Robert Frost. I happen to 
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dislike very much what I know о Frost. 
But 1 love some of the poems very 
much. | read that big two-volume biog- 
raphy of Frost by Lawrance Thompson 
Although he doesn't emerge as a very 
likable man, I'm glad I read the book 
and I'm glad that I know him better. 
Fm interested in the struggles that this 
singularly sensitive and strong-willed man 
went through in order to be able to write 
his poetry at all. It's very encouraging to 
know that as big a son of a bitch as the 
у was and as much agony as he sowed 
family, he 
could endure as much as he endured. 
That adds a great dimension to him. 
PLAYBOY: Do you have any theories 
about the vulnerability of poets to these 
problems? 

DICKEY: | think there is a terrible danger 
in the overcultivation of one’s sensibili- 
poets are forced to 
order to be poets. You will find 
that poets, almost without exception, are 
cast into the most abject despair over 
things that wouldn't bother an ordinary 
person at all. h such an ex- 
acerbating mind and sensibility gets to be 
something that one cannot bear any 
longer. In order to create. poetry. you 
make a monster out of your own mind. 
You can’t get rid of him, He s 
with you every minute. Every 
every diy ry night. He produces 
ble things—nightmare after night- 
mare. I'm subject to having them no less 
than any of the rest of them. But I don’t 
fool myself. 1 know what's doing it. Writ- 
er start out taking something to aid 
the monster, to give them the poctry. 
Poets use alcohol, or any other kind of 
stimulant, to aid and abet this process, 
then eventually take refuge in the alco- 
hol to help get rid of it. But by that 
time the monster is so highly developed 
he cannot be got rid of. There аге a lot 
of people who believe that if they can 
just reach this kind of ecstasy, they will 
finally be happy. But it’s not that way at 
all. Those who have this kind of experi- 
ences aren't really the happy ones. The 
happiest people are the stupid ones. 
PLAYBOY: Docs all this make you worry 
for your own life? 

DICKEY: Yes. There's not any more dan- 
gerous occupation in the world. The 
mortality rate is very, very high. Paul 
Valéry once said. “One should never go 
into the self except armed to the teeth.” 


about, especially among hi 


d ev 


"hats true. The kind of poets we're 
talking about—Berryman, Crane, Dylan 
Thomas—have created something against 


whi 


lı they have no immunity and which 


they cannot control. 
there 


PLAYBOY: And isnt r 
going back? 
DICKEY: It's 


again. И becomes 


ally any 


g to be a virg 
your way of life. 


You're used to living in this overintense 
reality. Novelists and prose writers who 
essentially poets in their . like 
James Agee and Thomas Wolfe, unde 
the same sort of things. Take a work- 
manlike novelist, C. P. Snow, who's 
most the antithesis of the poctic novelist 
or the poetic anything; hes probably 
not bothered by these matters. But the 
people with the intense visionary kind 


of apprehension are subject to these 
ay, there is no more 
the 


things and, as ] 
dangerou: 


occupation. You [eed 
nd he grows day by day. 
wt yet been devised 


PLAYBOY: Is it worth it? 
DICKEY: You don't know if its worth 
The question of value, somehow ог а 
other, doesn’t seem relevant. E think, 
though, most people who live 
this tuation—like, say, Sylvia 
Plath, who, incidentally, I think is one 
of the lesser talents, one of the very 
slightest—would they wouldn't have 
i Because the mo- 
which do lead to de- 
light and joy and fulfillment are so 
much better than those that other people 
have. You would go through almost 
anything to do that again. Alcohol or 
heroin or whatever is nothing compared 
with the burst of glory that descends 
from the clouds when you say something 
that you didn't know you could say and 
it's just damn good. That's the only rule 
of thumb 1 have for judging anything I 
write: It’s good when I say something 
that I had my mind was ca 
pable of producing 

PLAYBOY: But for that special kind of ex 
perience, you have to go through all the 
others, too. 

DICKEY: Sure. "Thats why I used to drink 
a lot. H my constitution had been capa- 
ble of holding up. I would have drunk 
twice as much as I did. Liquor has 
resulted in some rather embarrassing 
scenes for me. Some of them were down- 
right dangerous to me to other 
people. But aside from 
deterioration, I never 
ppen from drinking. It 
just came time to quit. And not 
nearly as hard as | thought. The first 
week is awful hard, but after that it’s 
not bad. You just get to thinking in dif- 
ferent channels. But liquor was a good 
and faithful companion to me, and the 
great thing fa 
you. Never fails to do what you want it 
to do. If you're feeling bad, you feel an 
awful lot better if you have a drink. If 
you feel good, you'll feel twice as good. 
PLAYBOY: Do you think you'll still be 
able to produce poctry without liquor? 
Dickey: 1 ly hope so. 


ensi 


"t any ide: 


about it is that it never ls 


I've almost lived past thc 
of the people we've been talking about 
went under. Like all dr t one de- 
creases with age. These days 1 feel like 
the grandfather E am, and I'm more will- 
ing to accept that. I'm still working and 
it’s good. And I intend to keep working. 
Т have to. I don't have to scramble so 
much to keep the family together and 
educate the children. These last few 
j па that 


ars, 1 haven't had to do that, 


makes life a little easier. 
PLAYBOY: In terms of wealth and public 
auention, you have achieved more than 
most poets. How do these things affect 
vour workz 
DICKEY: Well, I don't know. You have to 
nd devices for coping with public pres- 
s that you don’t experience when 
ned to the scholarly journals 
or the critical poetry journals—at lease 
not to the extent that somebody experi- 
ences who has written a novel that a 
movie has been made from. You have to 
find ways to cope with problems that 
never have arisen before and make pu 
lic appearances and give readings, and so 
- I began to give readings maybe ten 
or twelve vears ago. The public image, 
whatever that may be, notwithstanding, 
I'm really а rather shy person. It made 
me very nervous to get up in front of 
even as few as ten or fifteen people. My 
wife noticed how nervous it was making 
me. We were on a relatively modest sala 
ry at the time at a small West Coast ex- 
perimental school, and even though I 
got a couple of hundred dollars that we 
very much needed for a week's work, I 
just didn't know if it was worth what I 


was going through to get it. My wife 
said, "Don't worry about it. Just be 


yourself." That sounded like good ad- 
vice. But then 1 got to thinking about it. 
‘Just be yourself," she said. Ah, but 
which onc? 

PLAYBOY: Most. people who have attend- 
ed your readings seem to have come 
away enormously impressed. Do you 
ever have a bad night? 

DICKEY: Oh, yes. I've had some where I 
was so drunk I couldn't pronounce the 
words. But even in England, where audi- 
ences are som es rather hostile to 
American poets—and especially to this 
—that seems to make them more 
sympathetic. They feel sorry for you. 
But 1 don't want them to applaud be- 
cause they feel sorry for me. Гуе only 
had that happen three or four times. 
PLAYBOY: Have you ever felt that you 
might be better off if you went back to 
doing something else for a living and 


writing poetry on the side? 
DICKEY: | believe that the American poct 
ought 10 be a tough son of a bitch. He 
ought to hold his own in this culture 
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One who commands the reins of every facet of his life. Alive. Aware. Active. He experiences life first- 
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ILLUSTRATIONS BY THE QUAY BROTHERS 


in the dark hours, avisitant came to norman and, bit by bit, diminished him 


HEALTHY and in the midst of 
lii Norman Ivanovitch en- 
tered my office gray with fear. 
My secretary came along be- 
side him, rushing and bubbling 
about “Cannot be disturbed 
and “Find out if he l- 
able." Disturbed I already was 
and available I could be con- 
sidered, so I let him sit down. 
Norman gave me no oppor- 
tunity to ask him the matter; 
as my secretary went out and 
closed the door behind her. he 
pulled his shirttails out of his 
pants and held them high up 
against his chest, displaying 
onc side of his abdomen. Chin 
of his 


tucked to the hollow 
shoulder, he peered at the ex- 
posed area. “There!” he said, 
and he pointed with index fin- 
ger to a whitish patch on his 


pale skin shaped like a large 
leech. "What is that? What 
is it?” 

"Good morning, Norman," 


I said. “Always nice to sce 
you. How're your wife and 
daughter 


Norman let down his shirt 
gradually and he sat there, 


rumpled, his express 
"Fm sorry," he s 
ly. He smoothed his clothing. 
"This must seem a little strange 
to you 

Airily I waved my hand. 
“Soso.” 

“1 apologize for busting in 
here like this. That quack 
Rathbone got me so worked 


pained. 


up” 

“Cigarette?” I offered him 
onc and he took it, lit it, puffed 
quickly. 

“Га better go," he said. "I 
don't want to bother you. 
There's nothing you can do.” 

"How do you know there's 
nothing I can do? What's the 
trouble?” 

“Well, this thing: 
hands reached again for his 
shirttails. "Do you mind?" He 
pulled his shirt up and showed 
me the whitish oval. “This 
thing turned up on my skin 
last week, and no one can tell 
me what the hell it is 


" His 


Did you try 
“Lots of doctors 
І rose, went around my desk 
and examined Norman's abdo- 


fiction BY ROBERT CEH 


К was two inches 
ths of an inch 
п crosslines ex- 


men. The ma 
Jong, three ci 
wide, had t 
tending out onto the surround- 
ing skin and was faintly livid. 
It looked not like a leech but 
like a caterpillar. “Why, it’s a 
I exclaimed. 

"That's what those damned 
doctors tried to tell me. But 
it isn't а scarl It can't be a 
sar!” 

“It ce 
scar." 
mpossible.” 

"Did you have something 
removed?" 

“There used to be a birth- 
mark there. Right on that 
same spot." 

“Well, then, it is a scar." 

“Irs not a scar! I never had 
anyth 


sea 


nly looks like a 


g removed, never in my 
not a thing. 1 wouldn't 
ve had a birthmark removed. 
res about a birthmark? 
My wife liked it. I didn't want 
it removed and I didn't have 
it removed.” 
What did the doctors say?” 
“They said it was a recent 
scar, where I'd obviously 


ATAIN 


JNJEGZEUT 
SURGEON 


had a lesion removed 

“What did you say? 

“I said there used to be a 
birthmark on that spor, but 1 
did not have it removed.” 

“What did they say?” 

“They said it was best to 
have large lesions removed be- 
fore middle ag 

1 looked back at Norman's 
abdomen, “And you told Dr. 
Rathbone about it?" 

“Yes, and he asked me stupid 
questions about my memory 
There's nothing wrong with 
my memory and there's noth- 
ing wrong with me. I've never 
felt better in my life. I don't 
like doctors and I don't go to 
doctors unless I'm sick, and 
I'm not sick often, and I'm 
definitely not sick now, and I 
definitely didn’t have my 
birthmark removed.” 

1 regarded Norman's abdo- 
men as a whole, “You seem to 
be in pretty good shape,” I 
observed. 

“I keep fit," s 
proudly. 

Whatever the thing was, 
it sat whitish and puckered 


id Norm 
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on the skin of Norman's well-muscled 
abdome 
Well id, "there's nothing I can 
do. Why don’t you just forget about it” 

Norman rearranged his clothing and 
thanked me for my time. I walked him to 
my door. 

"Its he 
him out. 


g anyway,” I said, ushering 


"The door to my office burst open and 
there was Norman Ivanovitch again, 
angry and desperate, and there w: 
secretary right behind him, tugging a 
arm. 
ly sccret 
bly sorry,” 
man 


у spoke first. "Im teri 
she apologized, "but th 


ked pleas: 


andy. 

Norman bent and rolled up his pants 
leg. Trousers above one knee, he indi 
cited a long, slender white line on the 
side of his leg starting at the base of the 
bulging muscle on his lower thigh and 
curving around the kneecap to the top of 
his strong shin. 

“Did you ask doctors this time? 


Norman shook his head. “I went across 
the street to see my brother-in-law. He 
works in 


"Yes, he knew. He said it was a knec- 
surgery scar. He showed me one just like 
it on his own leg. Football injury. No 


"t suppose you ever had knee 


shook his head vehemently. 
“When did you fist notice it? 
“In the morning, when 1 got out of 
every morning 
I noticed it then, Same time I noticed the 
on my stomach.” 
How is that, bv the way 
"It doesn't hurt anymore.” 
Thats good. Did your brothe 
have any advice?” 

He said I seemed tense. He gave me 
some pills to calm me down." 

“Are you taking them?” 

No, I threw them away. 1 don't like 


-law 


Have you spoken with Dr. Rath- 
bone?" 

No, no, I made ан appointment with 
him for this afternoon, but I'm not going 
to keep it." 

"You must keep it," 1 ordered. “It’s 
your duty as an employee to inform Dr 
Rathbone of any change in your state of 
health.” 

“Then ТЇЇ go,” Norman said. "But if 
he asks me questions about my memory 
guess what people in 
aying to each other and 


nts me to 


tries to find out which color cards I like 
best, ГИ walk out on 


ne Norman Tvanovitch 
ally 


Yet a third ti 
burst into my office, my secretary 
dragged in his wake 

"Norman," 1 said immediately, “you've 
got to stop barging in here like that." 

My secretary detached herself from his 
shoulders, settled her weight back on her 
fect, gathered her strength and slapped 
him as hard as she could, a real haym: 
of a slap. Norman seemed to feel nothing. 
He looked gloomy, withdrawn. 

"I'm going to call the police. 
y declared. 
“Nonsense,” I s 


my secre- 


ust go and ask 


Dr. Rathbone to step in for a few 
minutes." 
She left and Norman still stood there 


in the center of the room, not loo 
anything. 

“Norman? Did you hear what I said to 
you? This n has 
got to stop. 

“It’s not fair,” was Norman's only 
reply. His voice came ay, out. 
of a locked mirrored room in his head. 

“What's happened now?" I asked. 
other scar?” 

Norman nodded. “My 


ing at 


An- 


ppendix.” He 


made no move to lift his shirt again; 1 
took his word for it. 
“My appendix has been taken out. I 


went to a clinic and had them give me a 
rium X ray to make sure. It 
I tried to smile. “You're really better 
off without your appendix,” I told him. 
"I bad mine out years ago, after а very 
ful seizure at a most inconvenient 
time. Appendix inflammations can be 
quite serious, you know. If not tre 
immediately, the appendix might actual- 
upture, releasing poisons and intesti- 
acids into the abdominal cavity and 
widespread. Thankfully, 
ppeared at the door. 
. "Sit down. Norman, 
you sit down, too. Why don't you show 
Dr. Rathbone your 
“L am acquainted with 
vitch's unfortunate п 
bone intoned. 
“But Non 


ted 


causing 
Rathbone 


Mr. Ivano- 
festations,” Rath- 


n tells me there": 


a new 


ї Mr. Ivanovitch's 
Rathbone 


"E am informed tha 
ppendix has респ removed, 
rupted. 

"Good, you know. What I'd like you to 
do, then, is to take Norman down to your 
office and talk to him abou 
“Our past consultations have not been 
oductive,” said Rathbone. 
urely you must have some 
offer. Here's a man who nei 
help. 

Mr. Ivanovitch should not be on his 
feet so soon after major surgery,” Rath- 
bone said. 

Sce? You do have sug; 


dvice to 
15 your 


stions. Now, 


take him down with you and talk to hin 
fora while, and take notes or whatever it 
is that you do, and then send him home 
for the rest of the day. The rest of the 
week, in fact. Norman, you work in pa 
roll, is that rightz" 

Norman nodded. 

“There are too many other people 
payroll. Just in case you тшгп up wi 
something contagious, I'm switching you 
over to bookkeeping. Schwartz is on vaca- 
tion and Joyce needs help. Don't worry, 
she'll explain everything you need to 
know on Monday. Get some rest. Read 
books. Take up a hobby: 
orman followed Rathbone meekly to 
the door. “It isn't fair," he repeated, sub. 
dued. He clutched his side. 

Rest, books. hobbies, 
spection—something pulled Norman 
together during the days he spent away 
from the office. On Monday. Joyce 
squealed with delight at Norman's wit as 
she showed him the simple-minded book- 
keeping procedures. He took to the work 
with a will, controlling even Joyce's fre- 
quent loud outbursts and restoring а 
measure of calm to the crowded and noisy 
office bay. It's an ill wind that blows the 
ollice no good: 1 decided to move old 
Schwar elsewhere when he returned. 

At the end of the week, I summoned 
Norman. He actually knocked on the 
door before entering. 

"Norman," I said, "allow me to compli 
ment you on your quick grasp of the fun 
damentals of your new position, and 
allow me further to congratulate you or. 
a promotion; as of today, you may think 
of yourself as bookkeeper. 

Norman shook the hand I extended 

and sat down. 
Your promotion will, of course, ir 
volve a substantial increase in salary, as 
you no doubt remember from your pay: 
roll days.” 

“Thank you,” said Norman. “UH adm 
it, I'm glad of the change. Change. tl 
what 1 need. I'm changing my ent 
id firmly. 
Fine, fine,” I said, 
ning. 

"Pm not compl 
looking for help from others. I'm t 
things into my own hands." 

That's a good, positive attitude." 
Norman rose to go. 

“Your health, I take it, be 
My health is excellent,” Nor 
swered. “Good health is a state of mind.” 


tortured intro- 
ack 


unsure of his 


mca 
I'm 


ng and 


not 
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“One more, up here.” He pointed to 
the base of his muscular neck. “An old 
cyst, apparently. I don't care. It doesn 
bother me. I'm far too busy to be d 
turbed by the appearance of meaningless 
marks on my skin. They'll go away. H you 
keep fit, cells replenish themselves." 

“Dou 
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“Oh, don't worry about my husband. He's out raking the gravel.” 
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erry Southern and I wrote “Candy” for the money. Olympia 
Press, $500 flat. He was in Switzerland, I was in Paris. We did 
it in letters. But when it got to be a big deal in the States, 
everybody was taking it seriously. Do you remember what 
kind of shit people were saying? One guy wrote a review about how 
"Candy" was a satire on “Candide.” So right away I went back and 
reread Voltaire to see if he was right. That’s what happens to you. 
It's as if you vomit in the gutter and everybody starts saying it's the 
greatest new arl form, so you go back to see it and, by God, you 
have to agree. — MASON HOFFENDERG 


MASON HOFFENBERG, subterranean-holyman-ex-junkie, is perhaps the 
most famous unknown author in America. His adult life began in 
New York in the early Fifties. Home from Olivet College, where he 
got a sheepskin but no wool, and the Army, Mason gravitated to 
Greenwich Village to study, become a writer, get laid. He shared an 
apartment with a fledgling black author named James Baldwin, fell 
in with Kerouac, Mailer and some others, became apprenticed to 
Stanley Gould, Holyman of the Village. Then it was Paris during 
the underground-existential explosion. There our hero wrote poetry, 
married, hung out with Jean-Paul Sartre, Samuel Beckett, Henry 
Miller, helped a newcomer named William Burroughs, met Terry 
Southern and wrote Candy. Scenes moved quickly after that: Berlin 
with Bob Dylan, London for the noble “free heroin” experiment, 
Algeria, Israel, finally Woodstock and Albert Grossman's house. 
Dylan is gone now, back to MacDougal Street, but Mason remains 
in Woodstock, where he lives with Richard Manuel of The Band, 
several dogs and a houseful of shit. In August 1972, after two years 
on the Kingston, New York, methadone maintenance program, he 
kicked. He is now an alcoholic. 

I located Hoffenberg through his dental records wrote to him, 

said it might be interesting to do a piece about the co-author 

of Candy. 

He answered promptly: 

Dcar Sam, 

Cetting in touch is complicated. You have to call 

or , where I may get a message. I don't have a phone at 

my house (on the other hand, I don't live there either since the 

last few days). And where I am now living, nobody answers the 

phone. By all means, I'd love to get together. 

Mason 
Then a card came: 


Meet me at , at four р.м. on the 25th. 

You're buying. 

A sign on the door of the bar says, HOURS: FOUR P.M.-TWo A.M. 
Although the doors were locked at 3:45, several customers were 
being served at the bar. A blue-white mountain wind was bending 
tree trunks and rattling signs. I pounded on the door. The bar- 
tender sauntered over, pointed to the hours on the sign, returned to 
the bar to serve another drink. 

A very young blonde girl stood in the highway outside making 
No attempt to enter. She held the hand of a little boy. I 
turned up my collar, began walking with the wind toward the candy 
store. But at the moment I passed the girl, there was a blast of ice 
wind, one of its eddies curling right up her short denim skirt. 

She seemed unaware of her situation, was preoccupied removing the 
little boy's fist from his eye. where a cinder had apparently lodged. 


“Can I help you?" I asked her. 

She seemed unaware of me, too. 

1 leafed through magazines, bought cheap cigars, watched the 
clock and was back at the bar at four. It was open. The girl and 
the little boy were still outside, turning blonder. 

“Hey, аге any of these guys Mason Hoffenberg?” I asked the 
bartender. 

“Naw. You expecting him?" 

"Yeah." 

“He said he'd be here?” 

“Yeah. 

“1 hope he shows.” 

“So you wanna see Mason?” a 


(continued on page 110) 


a few licks 


an eight-martini chat with the 
co-author of "candy, who reminisces 
about william burroughs, terry 
southern, bob dylan—and the night 
he didn’t get raped by eleven faggots 


personality 


by sam merrill 


ENCORE 


ursula andress is recaptured by her ex-husband (but still her favorite 
photographer), john derek—making us thrice blessed 


It looks like a scene from classical 
mythology сє Ursula—on a visit 
1o Hugh Hefner's California 
home-strikes up a friendship 
with a goose named Lucy. 
Hefner was so charmed that 

he presented her with the 

bird. Ursula claims that it waits 
up far her, fallows her 

around and, in general, acts 
the way any good pet should 


Trv THE POOR American. He's seen too much of John Ehrlichman lately and far too 

little of Ursula Andress. A few years ago, Ursula was one of the screen's reigning 

sirens. Her co-stars added up to a Who's Who of the movie business—everybody 
from Marcello Mastroianni to Elvis Presley. But Ursula was always a reluctant star. Born in 
Switzerland, she went to Paris at 16, then to Rome, where a producer, mecting the multilingual 
beauty at a party, was charmed enough to offer a screen test; the result was a series of 
forgettable Italian films and a trip to Hollywood—where her career was sidetracked during a 
four-year marriage to John Derek (whose pictures of her ran in PLAYBOY in 1965 and 1966 and 
who photographed her again when she visited Los Angeles 2 few months ago). Then came 
Ursula's salad days in films, followed by an interlude in which most of her (unsought) publicity 
centered on her adventures with Ryan O'Neal and Jean-Paul Belmondo. Ursula has been 
living in Europe of late and making few movies. But her provocative role in the Italian feature 
Last Chance has raised a few eyebrows on the Continent—and she made the gossip columns 
when costar Fabio Testi reportedly took her aloft in his plane, pointed it at the ground and 
gave her the ultimatum “Marry me or we die." At presstime, neither death nor marriage 
had ensued and Ursula was cooling it in a Paris hotel. It sounds as if she can use the rest 


When it comes to working 
with photographers, Ursula 
admits to being spoiled: 
“John Derek, my ex- 

is marvelous with 


а camera—he knows me 
very well and has ex- 
cellent taste. It's difficult 
to talk about myself, 

to describe to other people 
what I om—the photos 
speak for themselves.” 


Ursula's favorite directors 
are mostly Europeans— 
Bunvel, Truffaut, DeBroca. 
Someday, however, she'd 
like to make a film in 

the U. S. with Robert 
Mitchum—one of the 

few leading men 

with whom she hasn't 
been paired. She's fond of 
the States and visits at 
least once a yeor. 


Ursula found that her travels with 
Jean-Paul Belmondo got in the way of 
her work—"We went all over the 

world together and it was wonderful, 

but I only made films from time 

to time. Now my career is more 
important." Still, the self-styled 


ypsy of the world” is contemplating 
more journeys—maybe to Brazil 

(one of her favorite places) or 

mainland China. And if she goes to 
Peking, she'll take her camera along. 


While it may seem that Ursula's head 
is governed by her heart, she's also 

a businesswoman who manages her awn 
affairs—with the help of her lawyer 
“and a few Swiss bankers.” She was 
doing very well in the stock * 

market, she says—until recently, 
when her investments “went 

down the drain with everyone else's.” 
But if she's really serious about 
acting now, Ursula should be able 


to recoup all her losses. 
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mason hoffenberg oninuea from page 100) 


guy next to me asked. 

"I'm supposed to meet him here.” 

The guy looked about 5o, short 
and fat. Boxer shorts billowed out of his 
work pants. 

A fine little tweed cap sat rakishly, abs- 
urdly cocked on a wad of black, grease 
knotted hair. 

“What are ya, buyin’ cocaine?” 

I smiled. 

"Huh?" 

1 smiled. 

“Huh?” 

I smiled. 

“Huh?” 

Then Mason arrived. 

Mason is small, tough-guy barrel- 
chested (an unbuttoned shirt lent him a 
proud, Harry Belafonte slitto-the-navel 
air), graying—including his chest hair. 
We shook stifly, took a table. I ordered 
a Scotch. Mason told the waitress he'd 
have his usual and she placed eight vodka 
martinis in single file across the white 
tablecloth. 

"Everybody scems to know you here.” 

“Yeah. Everybody knows everybody. 

It gets weird for me.” 

“why?” 

“Well, after all these years of being a 
dope fiend, here I am trying to tumble 
back into society and embrace all these 
straight people and while they're saying 
things like, ‘That's very commendable, 
1 notice that their eyes are pinned. It's 
like a nightmare.” 


Iasked him about Candy. 

"It was a disaster. Everything went 
wrong with my life after Candy came 
ош, as if it wasa result of the book.” 

“Everything went right for Terry 
Southern. He was ejaculated to fame and 


it was my fault. I was lying in 
Paris, suffering because my family was 
breaking up. It's like you win the lottery 
and your life falls apart. I lost my kids, 1 
had a big dope habit. I just didn't give a 
shit. And that’s not the right way to han- 
dle it when you suddenly have a gold 
mine.” 

“You mean you didn’t have yourself 
covered?” 

“The publishers pulled some stuff you 
wouldn't believe. They feel it’s fuck or be 
fucked. Maybe they're right. But Mau- 
rice Girodias [Olympia Press] is really 
terrible." 

"He's the one who fist published 
Candy." 

“He published everything. He had this 
beautiful racket going in Paris. Paris was 
the only place you could print dirty 
books in English. All the tourists and sol- 


110 diers bought them, and you got а lot of 


mail orders from Moscow and Tokyo. 
Most of the books were terrible.” 

“But some of the Olympia books of 
the Fifties were great.” 

“At the same time he was publishing 
the porno, stuff that was very good—but 
necessarily unpublishable elsewhere— 
fell into his lap. Lolita went the rounds 
of American publishers, but they were 
afraid of the theme. So it gravitated to 
Girodias, who had a reputation as a sharp 
finder of new talent. Somebody had to 
twist his arm to publish Beckett, and I'm 
the guy who first took him the manuscript 
of Naked Lunch. But he turned it down.” 

"Girodias rejected Naked Lunch?" 

"Yeah, except it didn't have a tide 
then. It was the bestlooking manuscript 
you ever saw. He published it later only 
when Burroughs got some publicity as an 
underground writer. And Girodias even 
insisted on editing the thing." 

“Didn't Burroughs bitch?" 

“Burroughs had this hip kind of atti- 
tude of, "You can do what you want with 
it, it’s out of my hands.’ And that title 
Kerouac finally gave it. Shit, it sounds 
like a Henry Miller title. You could pull 
a better title off of any page in the book. 
You know, J. P. Donleavy was in litiga- 
tion for 17 years with Girodias, who had 
this thing where he didn't pay royalties. 
You had to take him to court. If you 
won, you got the royalties. That was it. 
American publishers would do the same 
thing if they could. But they have to be 
а little more orthodox. I'd do the same 
thing, I think. It’s fuck or be fucked.” 

Then the blonde girl came in, still 
holding the little boys hand. She ap- 
proached our table. Mason ignored her, 
kept talking, paused only to take a hit 
from one of the martinis. 


“Mason,” she practically whispered. 
“Yeah?” looking down at his hands. 


“I need a ride to Kingston 
busy?" 

"Yeah." 

“You can't get away fora while?” 

"No. Look, I'm busy. Can't you get a 
hitch?” 

She left. The kid was still rubbing his 
eye, Neither of us said anything for a 
while. Mason drank and I watched him. 

"The moment he had burst in the door 
chest first, head thrown back, I had not- 
iced his eyes: jaundiced around the blue, 
pink and partially decomposed at the 
corners, burned out by the scag that raged 
through every capillary, bathed every cell 
for 15, maybe 20 years. But they weren’t 
filmy, reptilian, like a lot of dope fiends’ 
eyes. They still laughed. “She got pregnant 
against my advice," he said suddenly. 


You 


“Goddamn junkie.” 

“Have you written anything up here?" 

“I came to the end of the Candy 
money a little while ago, which was a 
good thing, in a way, because I'd been 
telling myself I wasn’t going to do any 
writing until I was broke. So now I'm 
forced to do something. But I’m still not 
doing anything, because I found out I 
really have friends up here.” 

“The Band?” 

"Yeah. I am absolutely broke now, 
penniless. But I'm living like a king. 
People buy me drinks and food." Mason 
paused, perhaps grinned at me, but 1 
turned away. "And I've been staying at 
Richard's house. It’s weird.” 

“So you're not writing anything?” 

"I've been writing. But 1 don't like the 
attitude of the stuff. It’s like bad cinéma 
vérité." 

"It must have been a bitch to kick after 
all these years." 

"It was, but I was ready to do it. You 
can't kick if you're not ready. They can 
throw a guy in jail for eight months and 
tell him, "You're gonna kick, baby, ‘cause 
you're gonna be in this cell and you're 
not gonna get anything. But the guy 
doesn't budge an inch in his mind and the 
minute he's back on the street, he's get- 
ting high. I was ready to kick. I had to 
be, considering it cost me twenty-four 
hundred dollars a year.” 

"Oh, yeah?" 

“Dig this: I was on welfare, gening 
two hundred a month. You automati- 
cally qualify for welfare if you're in the 
methadone program and you have no in- 
come. But I went through the whole 
number where I kicked, got sick, every- 
thing. And when I was done with it, the 
frst thing they did was throw me off 
welfare. They don't even give you an 

(continued on page 242) 
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“Gosh—you mean some girls have zones that aren't erogenous?” 


ni 
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NICHT SURGEON (continued from page 98) 


“Yes, they do. You can't feel sorry for 
yourself. You've got to fight.” 

Writhing from side to side like a fish 
with the hook set deep in its cartilaginous 
mouth, Norman fought. He moved his 
family out of their house and into a new 
one, larger. He sold his stock and bought 
a racing car. He ran for civic political 
office but lost. Inward he turned: made 
primitive ceramic objects with a small 
orange kiln, tried photography, took vita- 
mins and ate rice. My secretary informed 
me of all this; I knew firsthand only that 
he wore flared paisley pants and trans- 
parent shirts, no tie, no socks. I let it 
go. What matter how the bookkeeper 
dressed? He put on a suit again for his 
court appearance, I heard, during which 
the midtown divorce lawyers were partic- 
ularly brutal; my secretary (who was 
present) described the tears shed freely 
by all three, husband, wife and daughter, 
as testimony dissected their former life 
and as argument stitched it back together 
again in a monstrous new shape. Asked 
by my secretary how he could put his child 
through such an experience, Norman re- 
peated what he'd told me: You've got to 
fight. Fighting, he moved into an expen- 
sive apartment; fighting, he grew a beard, 
found a mistress, bought a dog, wrote a 
play and took a three-week cruise, Re- 
в, he announced his conversion to 
lism; then to anarchism; finally to 
nihilism. He got rid of his mistress and 
dog and he bought a small farm. Re- 
claimed there py the rhythm of the land, 
he married an older woman. His daugh- 
ter paid him a visit. "You're looking 
younger every day, Daddy," she said. He 
made a will. The marriage did not last: 
he moved into a hotel room. He drank. 
He played cards, He bought a suit of 
armor. Depressed, he moved out of his 
hotel room and, with no place left to go, 
came to the office to live, folding his 
strong legs onto a short canvas cot he 
squeezed behind the desk in his simple 
bookkeeper's office now adorned with a 
tarnished suit of armor mounted on an 
iron rack. 

During this period, Norman found 
scars on the soles of his feet, on his thigh, 
on his groin, on his stomach, on his back, 
under one arm, along the edge of the left 
side of his chin and behind one ear. He 
also reported his plantar calluses cured, a 
second birthmark removed, a lump van- 
ished, stomach ulcers no longer painful, 
a mole absent, glands missing from his 
armpit, glands missing from his neck and 
a wart gone. 

“How do you feel?” I asked him. 

“I feel fine" said Norman, 
clenched. 


teeth 


My secretary arranged my meeting 
with Mrs. Ivanovitch, the first and pri- 


mary Mrs. Ivanovitch, after she began 
calling the switchboard and asking the 
girls how her husband was, but refusing 
to let them connect her with his office. 
She agreed to come in person only upon 
the condition that Norman be nowhere 
in evidence. I agreed to this and she ap- 
peared promptly at the appointed hour, 
an attractive woman, well dressed, her 
face puffy under the eyes and around the 
mouth, which quivered as she put her 
questions to me. I told her that Norman 
was fine, that for the time being he was 
spending his nights on a cot in the office, 
that his work was excellent. She wanted 
me to know, but not to tell Norman. that 
she'd forgiven him everything and she 
hoped he would know he could come to 
her if ever he needed any help, but not to 
tell Norman that she'd been to sce me, be- 
cause he might think she was spying on 
him, and Norman had always been very 
independent, and it was just pride that 
made him act the way he did, and he was 
going through such a difficult time, men 
Norman's age often had a very difficult 
time, and she had married him for better 
or for worse and still remembered those 
words, even though he'd been so horrible 
to her in court. 

“Don't mind that," I said. “It was just 
the lawyers. I'm sure Norman didn't mean 
to be horrible to you in court.” 

Her puffy eyes then produced tears, 
and her puffy mouth sobs, and my secre- 
tary came in and led her away, calming 
her with woman’s words. 


“There must be a reason," Norman 
id. Norman was sitting on the table in 

hbone's office while Rathbone re- 
paired with difficulty the elaborate band- 
ages Norman had torn from his chest 
in rage after doctors had told him over 
the telephone that X rays revealed no 
trace of a tumor and that Norman's lung 
specialist, whoever he was, should be 
congratulated, 

“I search through the years for a clue," 
Norman went on. "Somewhere in my 
past, there's a clue. I was a healthy child. 
Most people liked me. But nothing comes 
from nothing. There must be a detail I've 
overlooked. A trespass. An unkindness. 
Even an attitude; it could be something 
as small as an attitude. And who knows 
which man suffered? One of you, per- 
haps. Listen: If it is one of you, will you 
forgive me?” 

“Hold still,” ordered Rathbone. 


Norman stood in the center of a stern 
knot of accountants. “Norman,” I asked, 
“did you realize you'd transposed these 
figures? Where are your checking col- 
umns? Did you save your tapes? What's 
the meaning of all this? 

Norman squinted at huge errors in his 


Loyally, Joyce attempted to shoulder 
the blame. “Jt was me, I did it. Mr. Ivano 
vitch explained, but 1 didn't know what 
he was asking and everybody says 1 make 
the silliest mistakes, and Mr. Ivanovitch 
would have corrected 
“Norman,” I sai 
ering you?’ 
Norman went to an ophthalmologist. 
who said yes, Norman would have some 
difficulties, but considering the size of the 
cataracts that had been removed, 
sion was remarkably unimpaired. 


re your eyes borh- 


As soon as 1 entered Norman's new of- 
fice, the stench hit me. 

“Norman, Norman, I'm sorry,” 
“This room hasn't been ES aired 
out. It smells like а stable. Come back 
down the hall with me, I'll get mainte- 
nance men up here before you move їп.” 

With the tentative haste of an old man, 
Norman continued to unpack the files of 
pu clippings that now were his 
responsibility. 

"Did you hear me?” I asked, afraid that 
his hearing might be going the route of 
his eyesight. 

“I heard you. The office was cleaned 
yesterday.” 

“But that stink! Surely you notice it.” 

Norman glanced down to a bulge in 
the side of one leg of his trousers. “I guess 
it's this,” he said. “When I woke up and. 
found crap all over the bed, I went to the 
hospital and they strapped one of these 
plastic bags on me. With part of my colon 
gone, 1 don't hold my load very well. 
They didn't tell me it would havc an 
odor. Maybe I’m not wearing it right.” 

Chambers entered, birdlike. Clutched 
to his breast was the bulging personnel 
file marked 1vanovircn, N. Chambers had 
brought bulging files with him in the 
ast, but this one was ridiculous. 

“Chambers, what's in there?" I asked. 

“Pertinent data,” said Chambers de- 
fensively. 

‘ou and your data." 
Dr. Rathbone's reports——'" 
Rathbone is even worse than you 


are. 

Chambers looked sullen, 

"Never mind. Here's the reason 1 
called you. The employee whose vital 
statistics you hold in your hands was 
transferred from payroll to bookkeeping 
because it was thought at the time that 
he might be harboring communicable dis- 
case. He was transferred again, from 
bookkeeping to public relations, because 
of failing eyesight. Now I find out he has 
trouble with his colon and he’s going to 
smell bad for the rest of his life. Good 
vision isn't terribly important to pul» 
licrelations work, but a strong hint of 
manure will definitely hamper his effec- 
tiveness. I need your advice on a new spot 
for this unfortunate ma 

(continued on page 182) 
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humor By BRUCE McCALL 


our one-man think tank comes up with low-cost hardware for 
that mayday when military budgets are finally defoliated 


SECOND BOING POINT 
(FRIENDLY) 


GOOD OLD U.S.A. 


re 
s” CONTROL 


LAUNCH 
PLATFORM 


Fuel-free, one-man launch mechanism 

has zero fail rate and is gravity 

powered for further savings. Launch 
procedure: (1) Cut mallet restraining rope, 
(2) plug ears. “McBoing-Boing” is now Go! 


'"McBOING-BOING"' INDIA-RUBBER ICBM'S int 


"MCBOING-BOING" INDIA-RUBBER ICBM 
TWO-TON BOUNCE LOAD 
COST: APPROXIMATELY $39.95 PER UNIT 


M FIRST BOING POINT 
2: РО! 


WOULD-BE AGGRESSOR NATION 


ECTS OPERATOR'S d 
` STATION 


SWIVELING 
BASE 


Recovery mechanism is giant “Gus Zernial" mode! 
fielder's glove on radar-directed swivel base. 
Missile is caught an the fly in pocket of 

mammath glove padded with 20 tons af 

catton. Operator sits in finger-tip scanning station, 


ite re-use capability offsets relatively light strike capacity af twa tons of 


rubber. Protection against ""McBoing-Boing" rated impassible, since it must be caught to be disarmed and, as CIA report states, 
"Have you ever seen a Russian baseball glove?" Controrily, if the Russians try launching “McBoing-Boings" of their own, in yet 


another ill-advised but hardly surprising example of Commie double-dealing, they will be playing right into our hands, ar glaves. 
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''FOLD-AWAY FLATTOP” CONVERSION КІТ: Turns the sleepiest cruise ship into the Fighting Lady in minutes! An 1 1-sec- 
tion hinged flight deck, normally stowed in folded configuration on aft deck of ocean liner, assembles into sturdy carrier flight 
deck via ingenious hinge mechanism with electric motors to speed conversion. Cutouts in deck allow funnels, masts, bridge, 
etc., to poke through. Giant steel-belted suction cups help anchor flipped-down flight deck firmly to ship's superstructure. 


(1) BEFORE RETRACTION, OPERATIONAL - 
CARRIER CAPABILITY. FLIGHT DECK " 

INTERFERES WITH SWIMMING, 
‘SUNNING, ETC., BUT PASSENGERS’ 
PATRIOTISM SHOULD ALLAY IRE! 


ELECTRIC MOTOR FOLDS BACK 
HINGED SECTIONS 
FASTER THAN CAPTAIN CAN 

SAY “ALL CLEAR!" 


(2) OURING RETRACTION, FLIGHT 
DECK FOLDS AWAY. CAPTAIN 
MAKES SURE NO PLANES OR 
CREWMEN ARE LEFT “UP TOP”! 


PASSENGERS CAN ENJOY 
‘SHUFFLEBOARD ON TOPMOST SECTION 
OF NEATLY FOLDED FLIGHT DECK! 


WHERE DID THE FLIGHT DECK GO? PIVOT SWIVELS 
WHY, RIGHT HERE IN THIS HANDY STORAGE AREA! DECK UP "N' OUT! 


- 


(3) AFTER RETRACTION, LINER RESUMES 
NORMAL SEAGOING ROUTINE. 
SHUFFLEBOARD COURTS PAINTED ON 
TOPMOST FLIGHT-DECK SECTION 


MAXIMIZE DUAL PURPOSE. NOTE: Cheaper 


than aircraft carriers, 
“fold-away flattops" could 
also revive flagging U. S. luxury-liner 
trade by adding an irresistible new lure for you 
active, affluent moderns: war. "Shuffleboard —phooe: 
ads might say. “Мете off to the theater—the Pacific theater!" 


“MUTT & JEFF” BLUFF-O-BOMBER COMBO: Hollow 1500-pound cardboard toy ("Jef") is shoved across the skies via a 
long pole by tiny F-66 buntship ("Мин"). When dozens of such combos are employed, enemy radar and ground observers 
will be bamboozled into thinking they're under a massive attack. But cost relative to an actual flotilla of heavy bombers is 
microscopic, giving U.S. valuable "'terror-on-a-shoestring" capability. Military has fun without fear of taxpayer squawks; “Jeff” 
tool-up will revitalize ailing toy industry; ond the only thing the enemy can do to captured cardboard crews is recycle them. 


DUMMY PLANET '"MOGDAR": A simple flat 
prop, placed in space by U.S. astronauts, beams 
radio messages to Soviet Union. The voice of 
“King Kolab of the Mole People” will drive the 
Kremlin warlords bananas with taunts that Lenin 
wore a toupee, Stalin was o fairy, Brezhnev needs 
a new tailor—then challenge Soviets to battle the 
Mole People in a space war. All Russia will be 
flung on an intergalactic war footing. Mecnwhile, 
U.S. astronauts will shift "Mogdar" elsewhere, 
so Soviets can't find it. Expensive space chase 
will follow, ruining Russia's economy, demoraliz- 
ing leaders, handing U.S. world leadership on a 
platter. From Russian telescopes, ""Mogdar" will 
seem realistic, with continents, seas and canals, but 
it will all be the handiwork of Disneyland artisans. 


PUMP BRINGS THE 
FIGHTIN’ BLOWHARDS” 
TD LIFELIKE 
FULL SIZE! 


DOME FASTENERS HELP. 
REGIMENT STICK TOGETHER. 


INFLATABLE LIFELIKE FAINTPROOF ARMY REGIMENT: Rub- 
ber soldier dolls in authentic colors. Weatherproof, light, whole 
regiment inflates in seconds to resemble a fighting unit ready far 
action, rifles in hand. Regiment also deflates in seconds, con be 
carried in officer's suitcase for quick, economical movement from 
one zone to the next. Dome fasteners connect rubber warriors. 
They can be individually placed for 
jungle “fighting” or lined 
up for smart parade 
formation. Cheerful faces, NOTE SPEAKER ON FAKE 
identical dress lend a PLANET "MOGDAR" RADIOING TAUNTS, 
snappy touch to any TO KREMLIN; EG., "HEY, IVAN, 
outing. Knock 'em down, YOU NEED A BATH—WE CAN 
they pop back up! SMELL YOU ALL THE WAY UP HERE!" 


REGIMENT 
-«— — DEFLATES TO FIT NOTE: "Mogdar" to be used only as a lost 
SUITCASE. resori—e.g, if Soviet wins next hockey, chess 


titles or too many Olympic gold medals and shows 
signs of being able to build a workable automo- 
bile, or otherwise threatens security af free world 


“MUTT” BUNTSHIP 
IS FAST AND POWERFUL 
ENOUGH TO SHOVE 


POLE CONNECTS "JEFF" TO "JEFF" ALONG AT 
GARGANTUAN В-888 “MUTT” PUSHER PLANE, IS FLEXIBLE BOMBER-TYPE SPEEDS. 
"JEFF" BOMBER IS ACTUALLY TO ALLOW MANEUVERS IN FLIGHT. 


<— A HOLLOW CARDBOARD 
MODEL WITHOUT ENGINES, 
CREW OR BOMBS. 
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M-X '"MIRRORMATIC'" VW-POWEREDTANK FLOAT: A VW snugly hidden inside powers 
this 200-pound popier-máché float. Mirrors carefully arranged fore and aft, their angles 
controlled by the VW driver, set up the illusion of a menocing file of tanks, especiolly when seen 
from the prey's point of view. Stereo speakers, operated by a sound-effects mon in the VW's 
back seat, broadcast authentic monster-tank rumbles and clanks to heighten reolistic effect. 


PERISCOPE FOR DRIVER ADJUSTABLE ANGLE ROD 


STEREO 
SPEAKER UNIT 


L STEREO 
PEAKER UNIT 


STEREO 
‘SPEAKER 
UNIT ^ 


CONTROL ROD FOR ANGLING MIRROR "Tank" driver novigales by 
periscope sight on top of 
float. Tank identification let- 

MIRROR GIVES LIFELIKE EFFECT tering is painted reversed to 

ARTIFICIAL FOLIAGE OF HUGE TANK FORMATION diss кота Ho curru 
DISGUISES MIRRORS! OIMINISHING TO INFINITY! adiac uses Nods diem 
> 3 fitted with light-duty mirrors 

for restricted-visibility theo- 
ters; e.g., jungle. Lorger mir- 
rors can be fitted for open 
and unlimited-visibility theo- 
ters;e.g., desert, ploin, tundro. 


NOTE REVERSED LETTERING! 


DOOR FOR DRIVER AND 
SOUND-EFFECTS MAN 


“MOBY DUPE” SIMULATED SUBMARINE: Captured whales, sporting folse conn- 
ing towers and other sub paraphernalia on their backs, will room the world's seas 
and fool paranoid Soviets into believing U. S. has secretly built vost fleets of giant 
new supersubs. Humone, simple, cheap. Zero maintenance. Likely to dupe Reds into 
foolhardy sub-building program to gain pority, further fouling Five-Year Plans. 
Violotes no current treaties on surface or subsurface navol weopons, 
since o whale is not a weapon but o mommol. 
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SOVIET LAND 


SOVIET TANK 


MOJS0W 01 ————3 


RN 
tes 
5 

| SOVIET ROAD 


“COMMIESTOPPER” 
PARKED IN PLACE 


NOTE: Electric push 
truck with attaching boom parks 
“Red-Chek” on road, then hides in nearby bushes. 


—<— _ W003384 01 


PORTABLE MOBILE PREFABRICATED ‘‘RED-CHEK’’ COMMIESTOPPER: Movable wheeled platform holds complete, 
authentic replica of U. S. Army check-point control as seen in Berlin and other Iron Curtain border points. Instead of countering 
Soviets‘ territorial incursion threats with expensive troops and armament, U. S. need only move up "'Red-Chek" to any road the 
Russkies are likely to use along frontiers of Eastern Europe, place it across the road and let the Red army be stopped in its 
tracks by official-looking hut and gate. No U.S. personnel on duty, so Soviets can’t solve the sudden impasse, and wouldn't 
dare trespass the check point, for fear of violating UN four-power agreements. In event of potential world crisis, ''Red-Chek'* 
could be airlifted into suburbs of Moscow, assembled by secret agents and hem in the Red tide in its own Bolshevik bailiwick! 


POP-UP CARD 
XA-32 “DUMB BOMB”: Fitted with no elaborate electronic homing GIVES ADDRESS OF 
devices, sensors or other exotica, ће “‘dumb bomb" simply falls out of CHOSEN TARGET. 
the aircraft and thuds to earth, Whump! But its mission has only just 
begun; once landed, things happen. A small card pops up from a slot. 
Printed in the language of the “host'" country, the card reads PLEASE 
FORWARD TO—munitions plant, army headquarters or whatever target is 
desired. A timer sets detonation for 12 hours later. Good Samaritans are 
suckered into accomplishing Uncle Sam's dirty work, producing pinpoint 
bombing accuracy for a теге fraction of the cost of “smart bombs! 


"CHINESE SURPRISE" HAND GRENADE: Climaxes the era of ping-pong 
diplomacy with a bang! The grenade is lobbed into a nest of Red Chinese 
soldiers and seconds later explodes in a blinding shower of . . . ping-pong balls! 
The frugal, ping-pong-crazy Chinese, conditioned from childhood to value—and 
chase—the errant white spheroid, will drop everything to pursue the bouncing 
balls, Meanwhile, U.S. troops pounce: Chinese checkmate! No costly bullets, no 
costly casualties and, best of all, “Chinese Surprise" is cheap to produce. 


[2 
IF WAR IS THE ULTIMATE EXTENSION OF DIPLOMACY, THEN "CHINESE SURPRISE" GRENADE IS THE ULTIMATE EXTENSION OF PING-PONG DIPLOMACY! 119 
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abyss of human experience. Both co- 
ordinates, depth and darkness, 1 had 
come to Africa to explore. 1 suspected 
they were ordinate and abscissa measur- 
ing the impact of an apparition. 1 wanted 
to discover what manner of thing that 
а 


ррагііоп was. 

Men approach Africa warily. Distant 
places may equate with states of mind. If 
they do, then Africa is libidinous, Darkest 
Africa, the source of primal energies that 
in other places emerge only attenuated 
or transformed. The landfall below the 
wing of the plane, the northwestern coast 
of Africa, strengthened that possibility: It 
was devoid of roads, marked only by the 
broad alluvial fans of muddy rivers. Two 
hundred million years ago, this primitive 
coast had fitted against the Atlantic coast 
of North America and the two canti- 
nents—all the continents—were one. 
America had been a wildness identical to 
Africa's then, when man’s ancient an- 
cestors were animals no larger than 
squirrels. The two continents parted long 
before the age of mammals and most of 
the fai aboard each were destined to 
develop along different lines. 

One of those lines led to man. Man 
began in Africa black, footloose and free. 
It seemed remarkable that the continent 
had remained as primitive as the land 
below looked when its history of near- 
human and human habitation ran back 
20,000,000 years, It should have been 
worn smooth as an old coin. Instead it 
was still largely untracked, still wild, had 
resisted civilizing through millenn 

The cool streets of Nairobi smelled of 
sweat and small high-compression en- 
gines and peanut oil I pushed past 
crowds of Africans on holiday. They 
streamed to the finish line of the East Af- 
rican Safari. from which an announcer 
with a British accent blared the times and 
positions of the cars. The Africans ahead 
of me were obviously country boys. 
Nairobi on holiday, with its Europeans 
out in the suburbs, was a city of country 
boys who walked with the high-stepping 
lope of a man negotiating a plowed field 
and whose clothes were too small, clothes 
cut for croup-chested Indians that looked. 
hand-me-down on muscular African 
frames. It was good to see country boys; 1 
live in the country myself and hate cities, 
even East African cities, though their 
mixed crowds and curried air and minia- 
ture cars going the wrong way up and 
down the road give them more quality 
than most. 

Wandering down Muindi Mbingu 
Street past the city market, I found myself 
in a district of African and Indian shops. 
I had strayed beyond the European scc- 
tion of town and within minutes I was 
joined by a young African who offered to 
guide me to the National Museum. I 
hadn't even known I was wandering that 
way: My instincts must have been work- 


122 ing. I had already come 9000 miles, 18 


hours on a Рап Aim 707, to it the Na- 
tional Museum—to see the new skull on 
display there, the new old skull. And by 
luck, this African student trained in Eng- 
lish by a Peace Corps girl from California 
was cager to guide me to the door. 

We passed Nairol niversity and wait- 
ed out a mist of rain, the student making 
conversation, then walked up the Uhuru 
highway lined with red-flowering trees 
and over the bridge that spanned the tor- 
rental, mud-red Nairobi River, and only 
when we came within a block of the muse- 
um itself did the student put the touch on 
me, pleading two parents murdered by 
Mau Mau and the necessity of assembling: 
a $20 fee for the university entrance 
exam. I felt betrayed, having expected 
like all my fellow citizens to be admired 
for myself alone, but I'd enjoyed the con- 
versation and the walk and I paid what 
I thought a tour would be worth and 
walked on. 

The skull was discovered in the sum- 
mer of 1972 near the eastern shore of 
Lake Rudolf in northwestern Kenya by 
an African named Bernard Ngeneo, who 
worked for Richard Leakey. Leakey was 
the director of the National Museum and 
one of three sons of the famous East Afri- 
can paleontologist Louis 5. В. Leakey, 
who died last year at the age of 69. 1 had 
first heard of the Leakeys during my soph- 
omore year in college, in 1957, when I 
had come across one of Louis Leakey's 
books and decided after reading it (and 
Robert Ruark's bloody novel of the Mau 
Mau uprising, Something of Value) that 
Kenya was the only place in the world for 
a young man to be. I wrote to the elder 
Leakey, asking for guidance and a job 
and in due time got back a characteristi- 
cally frank reply to the effect that there 
weren't enough jobs in Kenya for Ke- 
nyans, much less for romantic American 
schoolboys. 1 stayed in school, but my cu- 


the elder Leakey had directed and my 
wallet was five dollars lighter by courtesy 
of one of those very jobless Kenyans to 
whom Leakey had referred. 

‘The fame of the Leakeys had grown in 
the years since my abortive correspond- 
ence. In 1959, Dr. Mary D. Leakey, а 
paleontologist as qualified as her hus- 
band, had founda shattered skull in Oldu- 
vai Gorge at the edge of the Serengeti 
plain in Tanzania, where she and her 
husband had been excavating off and on 
for 27 years, and the news of the discovery 
went round the world. The well-known 
anthropologist Ashley Montagu would 
later describe the discovery as “one of the 
most important—if not the most impor- 
tant—single contributions to the under- 
standing of human origins ever made.” 
Australopithecus boisei, the Olduvai 
skull is called today; Australopithecus 
means "southern ape"; boisci is a species 


designation in honor of an Englishman 
named Charles Boise, who supplied most 
of the financial support for the Leakeys’ 
work at Olduvai until recently, when the 
National Geographic Society and other 
institutions joined in. 

Australopithecines had already been 
found in South Africa: Robert Ardrey de- 
scribed their discovery and slow scientific 
acceptance in his best-selling book Afri- 
can Genesis. But they had been found in 
caves and quarries and could not be ac- 
curately dated. The Leakeys’ skull was 
found undisturbed in datable layers of 
rock. A. boisei had a cranial capacity con- 
siderably less than modern man’s—530 
cubic centimeters, as compared with be- 
tween 1000 and 2000 for Homo sapiens. 
It had a massive jaw and a crest on top 
of its skull like the ossified comb of a 
rooster that served to anchor the muscles 
of that jaw. But it was already launched 
down the road to Strauss waltzes and 
space platforms: It was found among 
stone tools, spheroids for bashing and 
hand tools for cutting and skinning. And 
tools meant culture, and culture meant 
man. The date came back from the 
laboratory: 1.750.000 years old. Louis and 
Mary Leakey had found man’s immediate 
ancestor. 

Or so scientists came to believe. In the 
United States, in England and in Africa, 
they devised a theory of hominid evolu- 
tion that began with an upright ape 
called Ramapithecus that had а 300-с.с. 
brain and lived 15,000,000 years ago. Aus- 
tralopithecus, with the cranial capacities 
of various specimens ranging from 450 to 
530 ccs, came next. And then, perhaps 
1,000,000 years ago, perhaps less, came 
man, Homo. Brain size more than any 
other factor distinguished the genera; 
Homo erectus, the earliest of the known 
and generally accepted species of Homo, 
had a cranial capacity of 1200 с.с. The 
sudden expansion of the brain from Aus- 
tralopithecus to Homo fascinated the 
scientists and they sought a theory to ex- 
plain it. The most popular of the theories 
they advanced proposed that the brain 
expanded when hunters needed more 
elaborate systems of organization and com- 
munication to take on big game. At that 
point, went the theory, selection favored 
bigger brains. So Ramapithecus begat 
Australopithecus, who begat Homo: 
That. greatly oversimplified. was the 
theory, and so it was written into the 
textbooks. 

Richard Leakey’s new skull, the one I 
had come to see, blew the books open 
again. KNM-ER 1470, as the skull was 
designated —1470 for short—had a brain 
capacity of 810 ccs. That put it well 
above the range of Australopithecus and 
only just below the lower limit of the 
range of modern man. Leakey published 
his tentative conch ns about 1470 in 
the April 13, 1973, issue of the British 
science journal Nature, conclusions so 

(continued on page 142) 


ubiquitous 
MISS 


chicagoan monica tidwell 
shows how peddling and pedaling 
can lead to a literary career 


x WERE WALKING down Chicago's 
Wi: cog nep (uo Dou hs 

minding our own business, when 
we were accosted by a young lady 
with freckles who looked like she had just 
wandered off the set of The Sound of 
Music: She was standing on the corner 
looking innocent and selling balloons. 
We don't have much use for balloons, but 
we bought one anyway. A couple of days 
later, we were stolling through another 


neighborhood and ran into the same 
young lady, only this time she was selling 
ice cream froma tricycle, We weren't hun. 
gry, but we settled for a Popsicle. A week 
later, we caught her driving a pedicab in 
yet another part of town; we were 
charmed into taking a six-block excursion 
that set us back two bucks. Who is this 
ubiquitous teenager, we asked ourself, 
and why is she charming us out of our 
nickels and dimes? "I get these weird 
jobs." says 19-year-old Monica Tidwell. 
"because I have a great passion for 
people. You meet all kinds driving a ped. 
icab or selling balloons—people who like 
to stop and chat. You'd be surprised at all 
the people I've met.” No, we wouldn't 
In addition to ice cream, balloons and 
pedicabs, Monica has, in her short pro- 
fessional career, been a waitress, candy- 
and-popcorn vendor at a movie theater 
and salesgirl at а large Chicago record 
store. Now she is Miss November. God 
only knows where we'll bump into her 
next week iety has always been the 
spice of my life," she confesses, and one 
look at her background shows that she's 
not just whistling Dixie—although we're 
certain she knows the tune. Monica was 
born and reared in the Deep South 
But she's lived in New York and Chicago 
for the past three years, so you have to 
strain to catch her few lingering Southern 
traits. “The South," she says, letting a 
slight drawl cascade over an occasional 
syllable, "is just too rich for me. 1 don't. 
mean wealthy rich: more like chocolate- 
cake rich—especially Georgia, where I 
grew up." Eventually, Monica plans to 


Top right: In the first of o series of odd jobs, 
Monico sells a king-size bolloon to o pint-size 
balloon connoisseur. A short lecture follows 
оп how not to lose it to Chicago's gusty winds. 
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Ice cream becomes Monico's next enterprise and, as you can observe, 


business is good. Notice how most of her customers seem to be men. 
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go to college and major in English and Last winter, before embarking on her outdoor career, Monica worked behind the counter of a 
drama. She has her eye on the State lorge record store. Here, she discusses the pros ond cons of o friendly customer's selection. 
University of New York at Stony Brook, 

and if Stony Brook is smart, itll ree # f T 
turn the glance. But for now, Monica's 
idea of perfection would be to settle 
down for a while in a cozy little farm- 
house in Maine and just read and write. 
She's never been to Maine, but she hears 
that there's a lot of peace and quiet there 
and that it would be a nice place to write 
her novel someday. Someday, because at 
this stage in her life, Monica considers 
herself too young and inexperienced 
to express many welliempered insights 
about life. She is working on this. "For 
one thing," she says, “a good writer really 
has to get to know people inside out. I 
hate small talk. When I meet somebody, 
1 really like to get inside his head and 
understand what makes him tick.” When 
she’s not selling ice cream or balloons 
or driving pedicabs, Monica reads. Vo- 
raciously. “I guess I'm hooked on the 
heavy stuff,” she says—meaning Dostoi- 
evsky, D. Н. Lawrence and Thomas 
Wolfe, to name a few. "I feel very close 
to Wolfe,” she says. “I think we share 
many of the same emotions and ideas. 
One of my great ambitions in life is to 
write a novel as good as Look Homeward, 
Angel. My second great ambition is to 
make a movie with Ken Rusell and 
Oliver Reed. I don't think Im your 
averagenineteen-year-old." Neither do we. 


Next Monica forsakes the sidewalk for the street ond becomes o pedicab driver. Although she enjoys oll of her unusual jobs, there are some 
she believes should be done by men alone. "I'm not a women’s libber at all," she insists. “1 haven't the least desire to climb telephone poles.“ 


At what was supposed to be the end of a ride, pedicabby Monica smiles at her passenger—who wants to go around the park again. 


PLAYBOY'S PARTY JOKES 


Down at the laundromat, a henpecked husband 
was bemusedly wat the assortment of 
clothes through the window of the front-loading 
machine. He saw a pair of his shorts whirl by 
with one of his wife's blouses, and then other 
pairs gyrated with her panties and twirled 
around with her bras. As yet another pair of 
shorts spun through a nightgown, he was over- 
heard to mutter wistfully to himself, “I've had 
more action here in the last two minutes than 
Гуе had at home in the last two years.” 


Two college acquaintances who had been dating 
the same girl were comparing notes over a beer. 
“АП I've been able to do so far is kiss her good 
night," admitted one of the young men. 

“That's all I've been able to do, too,” said 
the other. 

“Tell me," asked the first, “when you kissed 
her, did she say anything about letting you 
do more?” 

“She may have,” the other fellow rejoined, 
“but I wasn't hearing too well. Her thighs were 
covering my ears.” 


Baby," bragged the self-satisfied young man as 
he tucked in his shirt, “you were pretty lucky 
to have me make it with you. I've actually per- 
formed in several skin flicks.” 

“I'm familiar with at least one of them,” 
replied the girl. 

“You are?!” exclaimed Mr. Ego. “Which 
one?” 

“Shallow Throat.” 


Our Unabashed Dictionary defines Jesus Christ 
as the Messiah's handle. 


A man who had been in a coma for 15 years 
suddenly regained consciousness, and the senior 
resident went right to his bedside. “How do you 
feel?” the doctor inquired. 

“Pretty good,” replied the patient. "I'd like 
to know about somebody else, though. How is 
President Eisenhower?" 
isenhower is dead,” said the doctor. 

Oh, my God, how awful!” exclaimed the 
patient “That means Richard Nixon is 
President!” 


We've heard of a guy who shot his wad in Las 
Vegas but didn’t have time to stay around and 
try his luck in the casinos. 


As dawn broke, the girl, minus panties and 
suffering from a hangover, flopped wearily onto 
her bed. “Hell,” she mumbled as her room- 
mate opened one eye, "I think I've been had 
again. Just how legal is a quickie marriage in a 
Mexican restaurant?” 


1 can't understand how I got pregnant,” said 
the distraught girl to the doctor. "I've been 
quite faithful about taking my pills. Look, 
here they are.” 

The physician cleared throat after he 
had examined the label “I'm afraid you've 
been taking the wrong kind, young lady," he an- 
nounced, "but lets look at the bright side 
of things. It's my considered medical opinion 
that the fetus will not become seasick.” 


Our Unabashed Dictionary defines demijohn 
as a rest room for midgets. 


Just a minute, young man!" said the spinster 
to the obscene phone call "I want to get a 
cup of coffee and a cigarette 


The plastic surgeon had refused to do yet an- 
other face lift for the aging movie queen, who 
became furious. “Look,” declared the doctor as 
he held vp a mirror to her, "do you see the 
dimple in your chin?" 

The actress nodded angrily. 

“Well, that’s your belly button. One more 
lift and you'd be sporting a Vandykel" 


And then there was the sweet young journal- 
ismschool graduate who quit when she found 
out that the house organ she'd been hired to 
work on was attached to the editor. 


Our Unabashed Dictionary defines aircraft 
carrier as a stewardess with V. D. 


Three chance hunting acquaintances were swap- 
ping personal-bravery yarns around the camp- 
fire. "And then there was the time," drawled 
the Texan, “that I stomped a pair of rattlers to 
death—barefoot!” 

“Which reminds me,” countered the Alaskan, 
"of that fullgrown grizzly I once did away 
with—barehanded!” 

‘Then they both looked at the Rhode Islander. 
But he just sat there silently, halfsmiling and 
dreamylike, occasionally reaching out to poke 
the embers with his penis. 


Heard а funny one lately? Send it on а post- 
card, please, to Party Jokes Editor, PLAYBOY, 
Playboy Bldg., 919 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago, 
Ill. 60611. $50 will be paid to the contributor 
whose card is selected. Jokes cannot be returned. 
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“Honestly, Натту—1 don't think I can keep it up 
Jor а two-minute exposure!” 


UST ANOTHER FUNNY and pretty little 
d in San Francisco emitting 

her off-white answers to any ques 
tions you ask her: "My father's a gynecol- 
ogist in Orange, that’s Zip Code County, 
down south, and so busy with his patients 
Also, I have eight what you might call 
siblings, and probably you do, so—— 

"Sometimes I wonder, I really ask my- 
self how he takes the way I live my life up 
north here in San Francisco. But then 
I realize: He don't know." She giggled, 
shrugged and touched her pencil to her 
tongue, probably to wet it. 

“It must have really bothered him, 
finding out about how 1 wasn't his inno 
cent little thing and stuff; 1 mean, him 
being Catholic and all. But I guess I 
wanted him to find out, otherwise no call 
to have that kid in my own bed at home 
with me and everything, especially since 
Daddy used to come into my room some 
times to plant a kiss on my lips before he 
made early-morning rounds at the hospi 
tal. That's what he was doing that Sunday 
morning, I suppose. Wow. 

She twisted her little head at me over 
her blue Mexican Marine shirt. “What 
you thinking?” 

"From what you say and how you are, 
I suspect he k about your life. 

She gazed pityingly at me- that special 
pity of the 22-yearold countercultural 
star for a mere orbital astroid. She was 
slight, lithe, bendable, with freckles on 
her nose. The little girl in her dressed in 
a Me 
kept the top three buttons unbuttoned. 
She smelled of organic food when she 
breathed near me. She ate carrots for 
health and orgasmic potency. She dipped 
them in spiced oil and vinegar, low cho. 
lesterol, a shining example to all men. 
“Whatever he knows,” she said, and she 
fell back into her soft accent for a cool 
final judgment: “He don't know.” 

Her temporary profession was waitress 
atthe Natural | (continued on page 251) 


an Marines shirt; the rest of her 


she had heavy friends— like the 
dude who never raped a girl 


unless she wanted to be raped 
fiction 


EB WHEREER GOED 
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Jest Polka (continued from page 123) 


it only on Sundays. 

SCHNEIDER: His pel rat? 

MANAGER: Like we say around here, if 
you can't beat ‘em, join "em. 

As she cackles loudly at her little joke, 
we notice that she ts not only gap-toothed 
but also gap-gummed. 

SCHNEIDER (starting to leave): 1 believe 
Ill look elsewhere. 

MANACER (a sudden surge of self-pity): 
Admit it. You despise me because I'm a 
poor lesbian. 

SCHNEIDER: It isn't that. I'm planning 
to get married soon and I don't think my 
fiancé would like it here. 

MANAGER (her eyes lighting up): Your 
fiancé? Is he young and beautiful? 

SCHNEIDER: Yes. But why should that 
concern you? You're a lesbian. 

MANAGER (reminding her): A poor les- 
bian. 

SCHNEIDER: I understand. 

cur To a large empty apartment. 
SCHNEIDER is walking around inspecting 
it. As she enters the living room, BRANDO 
suddenly steps out from behind a closet 
door. Although somewhat startled, scHNEI- 
DER is not totally surprised to see this 
stranger again. 

SCHNEIDER: What are you doing here? 

BRANDO: I was thinking of renting this 
apartment. 

SCHNEIDER: So was I. 

BRANDO: I love high-beamed ceilings, 
but I'm not wild about walking through 
the living room to get to the kitchen. 

SCHNEIDER: I find the paneled walls and 
parquet floors charming. I only wish it 
weren't such a long walk to schools and 
churches. 

BRANDO: Well, enough foreplay. Let's 
fuck. 

He picks her up, throws her over his 
shoulder and carries her to a wall. He 
deposits her on the floor, then reaches 
into his jacket pocket and takes out a 
tape measure. He carefully measures a 
spot six and a half feet up the wall and 
makes a mark with a pencil. He takes out 
а hook and a hammer and drives the hook 
into the spot on the wall. He tests the 
hook and sees that it holds fast. He bends 
over and, picking SCHNEIDER up again, he 
hangs her on the hook by a loop on her 
raincoat. He steps back for a moment to 
survey his handiwork, and then, noticing 
that she is hanging a bit crooked on the 
wall, he straightens her out. Next, reach- 
ing around his belt, he takes out a T 
square. He spreads her legs at the angle 
he wants, verifies it with the T square, 
and then keeps her legs at the desired 
angle by driving two large spikes into the 
wall surrounding each of her ankles. He 
steps back again, looks at her, is satisfied 
and takes a small three-rung ladder from 
the closet. He puts the ladder on the 
floor next to her and climbs up, facing 


136 her. When he is at the desired height, 


he opens her raincoat, lifts her skirt, rips 
off her panties and, without bothering 
to undress, he proceeds to plunge into 
her. At first with long, steady strokes, and 
then with greater and greater accelera- 
tion. For a full five minutes, they thyth- 
mically assault the wall until they finally 
erupt together in an explosion that rips 
the hook off the wall and sends her top- 
pling down on top of him to the floor. 
They both rise slowly, dusting themselves 
off and rearranging their clothing. He 
takes a deep breath, then picks up the 
tape measure again and, reaching for 
another hook in his pocket, he hammers 
it into a fresh spot on the wall. 

BRANDO: Then it's settled. We take the 
apartment together. 

He lifts her up and hangs her on 
the hook. 

SCHNEIDER: l'll do it under one con- 
dition. 

He spreads her legs. 

BRANDO: What's that? 

SCHNEIDER: You promise you won't lose 
respect for me? 

BRANDO: I swear to God. 

He reaches for his T square. 

DISSOLVE TO moving men carrying furni- 
ture and various paraphernalia into the 
apartment as SCHNEIDER and BRANDO stand 
by, watching. 

BRANDO: If there's one thing I can't 
stand, it's moving. First it's packing your 
things, which takes forever. . . . (to a 
MOVING MAN) Careful with those whips 
and boots. I just polished them. (to 
SCHNEIDER) Then it's getting set up in a 
new place. . .. (10 another MOVING MAN) 
No, the trapeze goes over the bed. (to 
scuNEIDER) And then its unpacking 
again. .. . (10 the FIRST MOVING MAN) Hold 
it, the cantaloupes go in the hall closet. 

FIRST MOVING MAN: They'll get rotten. 

BRANDO (with an impassioned sigh): X 
know. 

The MOVING MEN finish and exit. 

BRANDO (surveying his belongings): 
God, the things you accumulate in a life- 
time. (He picks up a tusty sptked mace 
from the top of an open carton) Y think 
this thing has had it, but I hate to throw 
it away. 

SCHNEIDER: Why do you keep it? 

BRANDO (shrugging): Sentimental rea- 
sons, I guess. 

He puts the mace back into the carton. 

SCHNEIDER: You're a strange man. I've 
given up my family, my fiancé—every- 
thing—to live with you and 1 don't even 
know your name. 

He swings from the floor and hits her 
with an uppercut that knocks her halfway 
across the тоот. 

BRANDO: Don't ever mention names 
again. I have no name. 

She gets up slowly, rubbing her jaw. 

scHNewER: But everybody has а name. 
My name is—— 


He hits her with another haymaker that 
sends her the rest of the way across the 
room. She gets up again, a little slower 
this time. 

BRANDO: J have no name and you have 
no name. We also have no homes, no fami- 
lies, no backgrounds, nothing. Starting 
at this very moment, we are going to for- 
get every single thing that has ever hap- 
pened to us in our entire lifetimes. (He 
shuts his eyes for a moment, then opens 
them) OK, I forgot the past, and you 
must do the same. Understand? 

SCHNEIDER: But how can I? 

BRANDO: How can you what? 

SCHNEIDER: Do what you just said. 

BRANDO: How do I know what I said? 
"That was in the past. and I forgot it. 

SCHNEIDER: But I must remember some- 
thing. 

BRANDO: You will. You will remember 
what I am going to tell you—bccause 
that's in the future, and what I am telling 
you now—that's the present. But forget 
the past. Can you remember that? 

SCHNEIDER: І remember. 

BRANDO: Are you sure you remember? 

SCHNEIDER: Im sure. 

BRANDO: Good. Now forget it. 

SCHNEIDER: Forget what? 

BRANDO: How the hell do I know? Let's 
fuck. 

She nods dutifully, puts on her rain- 
coat and hands him his hooks, hammer, 
tape measure and T square. He tosses 
them ай aside. 

BRANDO: Not that way again. 

scunetwrr: There's another way? 

BRANDO: God, are you naive. Go into 
the kitchen and get me a vat of butter. 

scHNEIDER: OK, but please don’t do 
anything strange. I'm Catholic. 

BRANDO: Trust me. 

She goes into the kitchen and comes 
out with the butter. He undresses her 
completely, then turns her over so that 
she is lying face down on a rug. He starts 
with her toes and proceeds to cover every 
inch of her back with butter. Then, with 
out disrobing, he mounts her from the 
rear. He immediately slides off, skids 20 
feet along the floor and crashes into a 
wall. He rises shakily, tries again and goes 
skidding into a lamp. Afier a few more 
unsuccessful attempts, he finally mounts 
her wobblingly. 

BRANDO: I dig butter for sex, among 
other things. Later ГЇЇ show you the fan- 
tastic things you can do with sandpaper, 
Prell shampoo and a shepherd's crook. 

SCHNEIDER: Could I ask you a personal 
question? 

BRANDO: Sure. 

SCHNEIDER: Why don’t you ever take 
your clothes off? 

ввлмро: Oh, didn't I tell you? I'm also 
a double-knit freak. 

He begins to move rhythmically on 
her, increasing his tempo until he ex- 
plodes in cataclysmic fury and falls to the 

(continued on page 230) 


luxurious, sensuous 
leather—if it were 
any more erotic, 
it would be arrested 


you DON'T have to be 
heavily into rock to 
wear leather. Nor do 
you have to stick to 
the back of a runaway 
steer or take a Harley 
over the century. Of 
course, once you're 
hidebound, there's no 
telling what people 
are going to assume. 
you're into—because 
the images leather 
conjures up are end- 
less and so are the 
varictics of outfits 
available. Some skin 
freaks dig the sub- 
stance because it feels 
soft and natural. But 
from the way they 
tell it, it's also good 
for the ego. Nothing 
wrong with that. 


This gent'll make some 
fine music wilh his 
cowhide outfit; the 
six-pockel jacket 

has a zip front and 
the pants feature belt 
loops and flared legs, 
hy East West Musical 
Instruments Company, 
$240 the set. 
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It's the right time, 

the right place, and 

our man has the 

right idea—a handmade 
super shirt of two-toned 
cowhide and sueded 
lambskin, with a but- 
ton front and barrel 
cuffs, hy North 

Beach Leather, $300. 
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DARKEST AFRICA (continued pron page 122, 


understated that they almost seem tongue 
in cheek: 


For the present, I propose that the 
Specimens should be attributed to 
Homo sp. indet. [species indetermi- 
nate] rather than remain in total 
suspense. There does not seem to be 
any basis for attribution to Australo- 
pithecus and to consider a new genus. 
would be, in my mind, both unneces- 
sary and self-defeating in the endeav- 
orto understand the origins of man. 


Leakey chose not to emphasize, among 
his conclusions, the most striking [act of 
all about 1470: that it was 2,900,000 years 
old, contemporary with Australopithecus. 
‘The skull was the shock of the season. It 
removed the australopithecines from 


man's ancestry and made them appear to 


be a failed side branch of evolution. It 
weakened the theories of sudden brain 


iller ape." And it pushed 
Un appearance of the genus Homo 
on earth by at least 2,000,000 years. Mr. 
Ngeneo and his director had reason 
to be proud. 

Richard Leakey was a young lion 
among paleontologists, anyway, tall and 
self-educated and fierce and determined 
to make a name for himself and not yet 30 
years old. He had come to the United 
States this past winter to lecture, an an- 
nual visit he made to raise funds for his 
digs. and 1 had chauffeured around 
the country colleges of Kansas. He drew 
capacity crowds at every stop. 

І wondered why. I had reluctantly 
joined the National Geographic Society 
in order to keep up with the latest discov- 
eries around the world, so I knew that no 
mention of 1470 had appeared in the 
Geographic by the time Leakey came to 
Kansas. It wasn't 1470 that brought the 
crowds. I asked around. No one could 
quite say. Leakey's name. Africa. The ori- 
gins of man. Those were clues enough. 
Africa was still a word for mystery, in 
Kansas and everywhere else Leakey 
spoke, and the hunger to hear about the 
place was a hunger, even a religious fer- 
vor, to know more about the remote 
childhood of the human race. The an- 
cient connection between the African 
and the American continents still ob- 
tained, only rendered spiritual by the 
passage of time. Man's roots in Africa: 
Sighs of relief sounded all across the na- 
tion. The British had hoped so desper- 
ately to find carly man in Great Britain 
that they had accepted for half a century 
the shabby hoax of Piltdown man. The 
Europeans so desperately wanted early 
man to be sophisticated and Continental 
that they denied Neanderthal man a 
place in their ancestry, chough that place 
was beginning to be affirmed. Americans 
knew that man came late to their conti- 
nent and did not evolve there, but if the. 


honors couldn't go to North America, 
they certainly shouldn't go to Europe, 
smug old whore that she was. They might 
as well go to the only continent that 
could match the North American in 
brashness and rawness and in a spirit of 
freedom that seemed to come brawling 
out of the very soil, the only continent 
where the long march of civilization, as it 
was called, had never worn its deadening 
path, to Africa! I talked to Leakey about 
these notions as we drove the Kansas 
Turnpike and between his remarkable 
lectures, and though he agreed that 
people were ripe for new religions and 
might well be looking to paleontology to 
supply them, my notions cheered him not 
at all. Like Stephen Dedalus, he operates 
by silence, stealth and cunning, a young 
man in search of a place in history, as 
witness his understated conclusions about 
1470 in Nature. He must have decided 
that day that he wanted no journalist 
from the interior of America to blow his 
cover, because though we had correspond- 
ed for a year about my coming to Africa 
to interview him for PLAYBOY, he wrote to 
me a week later from New York, calling 
the interview off. He didn't, lı 
PLAYBOY an appropriate vel 
work. Being an America 


I was then 
more determined than ever to go to Afri- 
ca, though I realized I would now be on 
my own. And standing outside the Na- 


tional Museum in Nairobi, 


that I didn't want to look at 1470 until I 
had seen East Africa. I wanted, before 1 


met the relatives, 
ground. 

Outside Nairobi, driving northwest on 
the tarmac Limuru road past old Mer- 
cedes buses crowded with Africans head- 
ing into town, I breathed the smell of 
wood smoke from the passing settlements 
and wondered at the fog of the highlands. 


to walk the family 


erald-green Africa of Sierra altitudes and 
Trish mist. The mist and the green made 
the red, volcanic African soil stand out all 
the more vividly. I tried to name the 
color. Mahogany was the closest I could 
come, a red-brown with a shadowy cast of 
black that rendered it sinister, as if it had 
been burnt, that gave it the timbre of 
what it was, minerals mined in violence 
from the sunless reaches below the crust 
of the earth. 

If Africa had declared its independ- 
ence from America millions of years ago, 
that rift was long buried under the wid- 
ening Atlantic Ocean. But only a few 
miles from Limuru I could see the huge 
process of rifting still going on. The car, 
ably piloted by a Kikuyu driver named 
Peter Gitau, wheeled through a grove of 
trees and suddenly emerged on the es 
carpment of the Great Rift Valley that 
dropped precipitously away to a dusty 


floor 1500 feet below. It was the longest 
valley in the world, 4000 miles long, a 
place where two of the plates that form 
the hard outer shell of the earth were 
slowly pulling apart, which accounted 
for the size of the valley—of such val- 
leys are oceans made—and its geologi- 
cally recent volcanics. The Rift Valley 
had been created within the span of 
human time, if not of human memory: 
it began its division about $,000,000 years 
ago, which meant its pyrotechnics terri- 
fied 14705 immediate ancestors. Peter 
descended into it gingerly, as if he were 
descending to a threshing floor. 

I was bemused by the thought of wild 
animals and what they stood for. Why 
were people willing to spend thousands 
of dollars and travel halfway around the 
world to see the animals of Africa? Why 
did they join movements to save them 
from decline, when they and their fore- 
fathers had done precious little to pre- 
serve the animals of their own countries, 
animals such as the bison of North Amer- 
ica? The day before, in a Nairobi book- 
shop, I had discovered a study of the 
subject by an ecologist named Alistair 
Graham, a book called The Gardeners 
of Eden, and had sat up half the night 
reading it. It was an eminently sensible 
confrontation of the game savers of the 
world, the people who decried the immi- 
nent extinction of the leopard and the 
cheetah (with little reliable evidence), the 
lovers of Elsa the Lioness and all those 
who believed that wild animals belong to 
the unborn children, a priceless heritage 
to be passed on unspoiled. “Compassion 
for animals," Graham wrote, "comes only 
from civilized men who have isolated 
themselves from all hostile influences of 
wild animals" Africans, by contrast, 
having to live with the dangers of night- 
roaming lions and cop-destroying ele- 
phants, would be glad to see the animals 
exterminated, "Given the choice,” 
ham argued, “these people would unhesi. 
tatingly settle for the loss of the meat and 
poaching in favor of the opportunity to 
convert the land to human use. They 
would also be rid of one of Africa's most 
keenly felt reminders of a past barbar- 
ity—its wild animals.” Of course Graham 
was not referring to the animals in the 
parks, which most Africans understood 
served as a valuable source of national 
income from tourism, but to the free- 
roaming animals outside the parks, where 
Africans lived and farmed. And he was 
deliberately taking an extreme position in 
order to play devil's advocate to the wild- 
life movement and make it confront its 
irrational excesses, its unwillingness to 
consider game cropping. for example. 
despite the damage done in some parts of 
East Africa by game's uncontrolled in- 
crease, or its habit of dropping in wi 
trucks and helicopters at great expens: 
a land of great human poverty to save 
rhino by moving them to areas already. 

(continued on page 162) 
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article ByRICHARD HAMMER for nearly two years, rival factions fought for control of the 
mafia, the bodies piled up like firewood, and lucky luciano had just the opening he needed 


THE GANGLAND WAR that would 
end only with the death of the 
opposing commanders and the 
birth of a national underworld 
organization was set off in the 
last wecks of October 1929 not 
in some Mafia stronghold in 
New York's Little Italy but 
farther downtown, on Wall 
Street. The collapsing stock 
market ended а decade of ex- 
hilaration and Emile Coué op- 
timism ("Every day, in every 
way, I am getting better and 
better") and ofa freneticsearch 


for pleasure. The euphoria of. 
the Roaring Twenties gave way 
to panic and fear. Only weeks 
before, money had been plen- 
tiful; suddenly, paper million- 
aires were wondering where 
they could raise money for rent 
and food and whether the job 
would still be there in the 
morning—or where they might 
find work. 

No one was immune, not 
even those who had purveyed 
pleasure to the nation in the 
good times come to an end. 


The leaders of the underworld 
still had plenty of money; they 
had practiced a strictly cash 
business, had socked away mil- 
lions of dollars (not in banks) 
and so had the capital to see 
them through anything. They 
became one of the few sources 
of cash to which desperate men 
could turn, and thus found 
themselves with the means io 
invade a thousand legitimate 
fields and corrupt them. Still, 
their vast reservoir of money 
was no longer being replen- 


ished by the steady rain of 
hard currency that had poured 
down on them during the 
golden years, and the future 
promised an extended drought. 
"There we were,” said one ma- 
jor bootlegger. "We had been 
doing damn good, raking in 
the dough like it was grass out 
in the country, and all of a 
sudden it was all over. We got 
hit just like everybody else. 
Maybe not so bad, because we 
always got paid in cash and 
nobody I knew ever put a 


By surviving a one-way ride, New York gangster Charles Luciano earned the nickname Charlie Lucky, or just plain Lucky—which he must have 
been, considering his slashed eye and dozens of other knife wounds inflicted by rival mobsters who abducted him on the night of October 16, 
1929, and hours later dumped him from o cor on Staten Island. True to tradition, he refused to cooperate with police or identify his attackers. 
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nickel in the banks or the stock 
market. But we got hit, too, 
and it hurt plenty. There was 
a time when things were really 
going good when some guy 
would try to weasel his way in 
a little around the edges of 
my territory. Sometimes I'd 
knock him over and sometimes 
I'd figure, what the hell, every 
body's got to live and there's 
plenty for everybody and be- 
sides, the guys а small-timer 
tying to turn a buck. So Га 
give him a warning and let him 
alone. Why make a lot of trou- 
ble over a couple of cases? But 
after that thing on Wall Street, 
when the salesstarted dropping 
ОЁ and some of us had to start 
tapping the dough we salted 
away, I don’t think anybody 


stood for any crap from any. 
body anymore. A guy set his 
foot inside my district and I 
cut it off for him." 

Thus, as the national econ. 
omy continued to contract, and 
the national mood turned from 
optimism to desperation, rival- 
ries that had simmered for 
years finally came to a boil. It 
happened in every field of 
business, legitimate and illegit 
imate, but most violently in the 
bitterly competitive and frag- 


mented Italian underworld, 
where the secret society. the 
Mafia, was dominant. There 
the struggle for supremacy ex 
ploded like a capped pres 
sure cooker. On one side was 
the army commanded by Giu- 


seppe Masseria, known as Joe 


The murder of Giuseppe "Joe the Boss” Masserio in April 1931 left 
control cf the New York Mafia to his challenger, Solvatore Maranzono, 
who was killed five months later when the same young mafiosi begon o 
notionwide purge to wrest power from the older “Mustache Petes.” 


Tu 
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Among the early casuolties in Ње Castellommorese wor of 1930-1931 
were two Mosseria gunmen, Steve Ferrigno and Al Mineo, shotgunned 
by Moronzano forces outside a Bronx apartment where they hod been 
attending meetings on defense strategy. Ultimotely, both sides lost 


One of many gonglond sparrows who fell uncounted in the wor be- According to legend, Mofia gunmen rubbed gorlic on their bullets to 
tween Mosserio and Moronzono for Mofio control. More thon 60 
killings were attributed to the struggle that ended in mutual defeot ond 
the rise of Luciono, wha hod fought for and betrayed both factions, 


couse fatal infection in the event that wounds failed to kill a victim 
outright. The fovored cartridge wos the .45 ACP, used in both the 
Model 1911 Colt outomotic pistol and the Thompson submachine gun. 
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the Boss. On the other were the forces led 
by Salvatore Maranzano and dominated 
by his fellow immigrants from the Sicilian 
town of Castellammare del Golfo. 

Masseria was a slob. Spaghetti stains 
seemed always to dapple his unvaryingly 
black vest and the front of his trousers; 
dirt and hair grease ringed the collars of 
his white shirts and he constantly exuded 
a rank, overripe aroma. Though never 
slim, his body had once been hard, mus- 
cular and agile, and though he never lost 
his surprising agility (which led many to 
call him the man who could dodge bul- 
lets), years of affluent living and a vora- 
cious appetite for pasta converted much 
of his body into rolls of fat. Even in his 
native Italian, he was barely literate, and 
he spoke English so haltingly that he used 
it rarely. He was an expansive man, his 
gestures florid, and he laughed often, the 
sound rising from deep in his immense 
stomach, his body shaking with the humor 
of it all—and he could find a source of 
laughter in anything from a crude practi- 
cal joke on one of his underlings to the 
death of an enemy. To those who worked 
for him, he sometimes donned a benevo- 
lent air of the allwise. omnipotent fa- 
ther, brooking no failure to meet his 
demands and severely chastising any sign 
of disobedience. 

But Joc the Boss was no jolly fat man, 
no comicopera clown. Most times, his 
hard black eyes were cold and shuttered; 
but when his violent temper was aroused, 
they turned molten. A man of cunning 
and shrewdness, with overweening ambi- 
tion and a monstrous ego, he had no pity 
toward those who crossed him or stood in 
way. 

Masseria had left Sicily in the early 
years of the century a grown man with 
strong Mafia credentials. Almost as soon 
as he settled in New York, he teamed up 
with Mafia ruler Ignazio Saietta, known 
as Lupo the Wolf, an extortionist and kill- 
er extraordinary who maintained in East 
Harlem a stable where his enemies were 
hung on meathooks and then, 
fed to glowing furnaces. Working with 
Saietta in all the rackets that bled the Ital- 
ian immigrants, Masseria soon became a 
recognized and feared power in Lower 
Manhattan's Little Italy. And when, in 
1920, Saietta foolishly expanded his oper- 
ations to include counterfeiting—with 
the consequences of capture, trial and a 
30-year term in Federal prison—Masseria 
emerged as one of the main contenders 
for the Mafia throne and the overlord- 
ship of the Italian-immigrant community. 

With the advent of Prohibition, control 
of the country’s Little Italys meant con- 
trol of the winemaking vats and li 
stills that were common fixtures in Ital- 
ian households. Those stills, especially, 
were an important source of bootleg 
booze, and the Mafia leaders who con- 
tolled their output not only enriched 


146 themselves by supplying raw alcohol to. 


other bootleggers but could then wield 
power and influence far beyond their 
traditional ghetto fiefs. 

And so Masseria's sel-appointment as 
boss of the New York Mafia, and as ruler 
of the American Mafia as well, met with 
immediate challenge. His first rival was 
one Salvatore Mauro, who had been a 
bootlegger even before Prohibition and 
rejected ће authority of Masseria. That 
defiance was met with dispatch: Mauro 
was gunned down in the middle of Chrys- 
tie Street one bright morning in 1920. 

A new rival promptly appeared in the 
person of Umberto Valenti, who consid- 
ered himself the legitimate heir to Saietta 
and other Mafia rulers. More cautious 
than Mauro, Valenti and his faction kept 
up a running, sniping battle with Mas- 
seria all over Little Italy for more tl a 
year and a half, all the while prudently 
keeping himself out of the line of fire. At 
first, Masseria considered Valenti no 
more bothersome than a pesky fly and 
gave the job of swatting him to under- 
lings. When they proved unequal to the 
task, Masseria decided in May of 1922 
that if he wanted the job done right, he 
would have to do it himself. 

In these early years of Prohibition, a 
number of bootleggers, with the coopera- 
tion of pliant New York police, had es 
tablished a kind of central exchange 
market in the streets of Lower Manhattan 
around police headquarters. Every morn- 
ing, they would meet on the curbs and 
buy and sell needed supplies from one an- 
other, nodding to and pressing bills into 
the hands of the cops who emerged from 
headquarters during the day. It was there 
that Joe the Boss decided to lay a trap for 
Valenti. With two of his gunmen, he 
waited in a doorway on Grand Strect, just 
south of police headquarters, and when 
Valenti showed up for his daily excursion 
in the market, along with his favor 
bodyguard, one Silva Tagliagamba, 
seria and his men opened fire. They 
missed. Valenti and Tagliagamba pulled 
out their р and returned the fire. For 
a couple of minutes, the bullets zinged up 
and down Grand Street. Four innocent 
bystanders—two men and two women— 
incurred minor wounds. Valenti escaped 
without a scratch, but Tagliagamba was 
critically wounded and died a month 
later. When they could no longer ignore 
the nearby gun battle. the police finally 
began pouring out of headquarters. Mas- 
seria turned and ran—right into the arms 
of a cop. (His pistol was later recurned; 
Masseria had a gun-carrying permit is- 
sued by a justice of the New York su- 
preme court.) When Tagliagamba finally 
died at the end of June, Masseria was 
charged with his murder, then released 
on bail. The charges against him were 
filed away in some dusty corner of the 
hall of justice and soon forgotten. 

Enraged at both the murder of his 
bodyguard and the failure of justice to 
avenge it, Valenti loudly declared that if 


the law wouldn't act he would do so him- 
self. He had Masseria shadowed and, on 
several occasions, shots were fired; all 
missed. One afternoon, as Masseria left 
his apartment on Second Avenue, two 
Valenti gunmen were waiting across the 
street. They began firing at Joc the Boss, 
who ducked into a nearby millinery shop. 
The gunmen followed him inside, shoot 
ing all the time. They broke several mir- 
rors and windows, destroyed some hats 
and put two bullets through the crown of 
Masseria's new straw boater. But Joe the 
Boss lived up to the legend that he could 
dodge bullets. 

With the slugs coming that close, how- 
ever, Masseria decided it was time to end 
such skirmishing. He sent emissaries to 
Valenti, asking for peace and a confer- 
ence to decide the terms. Valenti agreed 
and Masseria invited him to an Italian 
restaurant on East 12th Street to celebrate 
the end of hostilities. At that dinner, Mas. 
seria was his most expansive self. pro- 
claiming Valenti a brother, declaring that 
thenceforth they would work together in 
harmony. Then, his arm around Valenti's 
shoulders, he led his rival out to the sidc- 
walk, stepped aside. raised his hand and 
a fusillade of bullets ended the challenge 
of Umberto Valenti. 

Once again, Masseria was charged with 
murder, once again he was freed on bail 
and once again the charges disappeared 
somewhere in official files, never to be 
resurrected. 

For a time, Masseria seemed to reign 
supreme and secure. He tightened his 
grip on ghetto rackets, expanded his boot- 
legging business. strengthened his organ- 
i Like his Mafia contemporaries, 
he considered his world the only world 
and had no use for anyone who wasn't Si 
cilian or at least Italian; when the boot- 
leg business forced him to deal with 
someone outside the clan, he usually 
turned the negotiations over to one of his 
trusted aides. He felt no need for outside 
allies or partners and believed himself 
strong enough then to turn back any in- 
sider who had the audacity to challenge 
his rule. 

One such rival was already emerging, a 
brighter and more patient man. He was 
Salvatore Maranzano. Born in Castellam- 
mare del Golfo, Maranzano was educated 
far beyond most of his underworld con 
temporaries. He had studied for the 
priesthood before finding his true voca- 


and Greek (though his English 
was never more than passable). His home 
was filled with well-read books, many on 
the life and campaigns of Julius Caesar, 
to whom he constantly compared himself. 
To his uncomprehending associates and 
underlings, he would often quote long ех 
tracts from the Latin or Greek to make 
his point and to demonstrate his own 
superiority; then, as though suddenly 
(continued on page 194 ) 


JAMAICAN 
HOLIDAY 


fiction 
By ELLIOTT ARNOLD 


"1 DON'T WANT to go to Jamaica,” 
Mrs. Gray said. "Jamaica 

is riddled with blacks. 

“There are black people there, 
Mr. Gray said. “Jamaic: 

isa black island. 

“This island is becoming black 
fast enough,” Mrs. Gray said. 

"I don't have to fly thousands 

of miles to another one.” 

Mr. Gray broke off the ash of his 
yar before he replied. 
s racism pure and simple anı 
you know my position on that." 
"Yes, I know your position, Robert, 
and in principle. I approve. 1 do. 

1 approve of the way you've 

opened vour office to those people. 
1 really do. But that doesn't mean 
we have to spend our holi 

among blacks. Everybody says 

you take your life in your 


th: 


rising up through the mist of. 
rum and tropical heat, a germ 
of hatred grows to giant size 


hands with those crazy natives." 
The cold March wind swept 
across the terrace of the Park 
Avenue penthouse. 
"I read in the Times this morning 
it was over cighty in Kingston,” 
Mr. Gray said. “Ellie, you're not 
going to let your life be run by your 
bigoted bridge friends, are you?” 
Му friends are not bigots,” 
Mrs. Gray said quietly. “They're 
decent, ordinary people like you 
and me, and some of them are your 
friends, too. And everyone 
says stay out of the Caribbean. 
Everyone says the blacks 
there are dangerous.” 
Mrs. Gray was а smallish woman, 
just turned 50, gently firm 
about many things. She had been 
taught in finishing school 
many years before that it was a sign 
of poor breeding to raise one’s 
voice. Mr. Gray, a tall, spare man, 
four years older than his wife, 
had been exposed to this 
stillness more than anyone else. 
Now he listened to the anger of 
the wind and sighed. As an 
uncommonly successful corporation 
lawyer, he had won many a 
tangled legal battle against brilliant 
opponents and, presently senior 
partner in his firm, at the peak of 
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his career, children grown and married, 
life and the world opened to Ellie and 
him as never before, he was reduced to 
fighting the prejudices of his wife and 
her friends. 


"Ellie, if you want to go to some other 
place than Jamaica, well and good,” he 
said іп a level, reasonable voice. "But I 
k that as an adult, civilized human 
being, you should have a more sensible 
reason than the obvious truth that na- 
tives live in their native land. And 1 
didn’t open the office to ‘those people.’ I 
simply engaged a total of three very 
promising young lawyers who, inciden- 
tally, and only incidentally, happen to be 
black.” He puffed on his cigar and lis- 
tened to the winter outside and when 
Mrs. Gray made no reply, he said, “They 
have two or three very good golf courses 
down there.” 

"Yes, golf courses,” Mrs. Gray said. 
“And where were those people killed in 
the Virgin Islands? In the clubhouse of 
a golf course.” There was no triumph in 
the way she said here was nothing 
but friendliness. 
hed again. A tactical error. 
ng he rarely would have been 
y of in his professional life. 

“And look what just happened in Ber- 
muda,” Mrs. Gray "The most ci 
lized island of them all, I'd think. And the 
governor and his aide shot, just like that, 
walking his dog. And they even shot the 
dog.” There was the faintest hostility 
in Mrs. Gray's tones at the end. She was 
greatly appreciative of well bred dogs. 

Mr. Gray went to a cabinet and poured 
a brandy. He turned and faced her. He 
always felt more competent on his feet. 
"Ellie, I simply will not submit to bigotry 
and prejudice. It's against everything Гуе 
believed in all my life. There are good 
blacks and bad blacks, just as there are 
good whites and bad whites.” 

“Given a choice," Mrs. Gray said, “I'd 
take my chances with the whites.” 


Donald Gordon sashayed toward the 
tables of the little open-air restaurant in 
Ocho Rios’ Pineapple Place. He swung 
his ass in the tight pants as he moved. It 
was his way. He wore a bright shirt for- 
ested with huge palms. He was young and 
handsome and his hair was twisted into 
the tight, wormlike locks of the Ras 
"Tafaris. He was a Ras Tafari. Well, he 
said he believed in it. He didn't. The real 
Ras Tafari nuts believed in that crazy shit 
of worshiping the emperor of Ethiopia, of 
all people, and they dreamed of going 
back there one day, real silly bastards 
wanting to leave Jamaica and live in 
some crazy place in Africa. Going back, 
they said, like they'd been there before. 
And the real nyamps, rubbing cow dung 
in their hair. Why? Who knows? Who 
cares? No, mon, those cats were waffly, 
but there was this big plantation way up 
in the mountains, and all over growing 
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world—and the Ras Tafaris had the con- 
nection. It was part of the religion. They 
were peaceful and half asleep all the 
time, the real ones, smoking and dream- 
ing. Well, Donald Gordon was peaceful, 
too, and smoked and dreamed, but it 
wasn’t the same dream at all. Fuck Ethio- 
! He just wanted plenty of the weed 
and girls and rum and so he was Ras Ta- 
fari, without cow shit in his hair; he liked 
to smell real sweet for all his pretty little 
boonoonoonoos. 

He surveyed the tables in the bright. 
afternoon sun. They were filled and loud. 
with tourists, the men with bang-bellies 
hanging over their belts and skinny legs 
sücking out of short pants, and the 
women, almost all of them bang-bellied 
themselves, like the men, wearing clothes 
meant for little children, and talking 
that high, shrill way about the bargains 
they just found in the shops. The voices 
hurt him. They cut through the air like 
razors. 

He started to sing Yellow Bird, accom- 
panying himself by running a little stick 
up and down a notched bamboo tube, 
and he sashayed over to a table where two 
couples were sitting and he put a big 
smile on his face, showing twice as many 
teeth in his mouth as belonged there. 
“Greetings, greetings, to our honored vis- 
itors,” he sang, putting the words in place 
of the real words of the song. “And how 
do you like our beautiful island in the 
sun?” 

Too much, he saw. Their faces were 
pink from the sun and would get red and 
maybe worse. Real nyamps. 

The two men, both of whom had cam- 
eras dangling from their necks like the 
gear of an elite corps, looked at each 
other and then at the women. The ladies, 
who had been speaking at the same time, 
stopped in midsentence 

‘They were brand-new in Jamaica, Don- 
ald could see from their pink skins and 
their uncertainty. “Can I introduce you 
to some of our choice local craftwork? 
Something to take back to your friends 
from Jamaica.” He worked the stick up 
and down and hummed. “Look!” he said 
suddenly. delighted to see them almost 
jump. He whipped something out of his 
shirt pocket. “A cigarette holder carved 
out of bamboo. Two dollars and fifty 
cents, American, 

"The four Americans, all in their mid- 
dle years, who had been in the act of eat- 
ing sandwiches and drinking beer and 
Cokes, did not answer. They were not ac- 
customed to having strangers sit down at 
a table unasked. They didn't quite know 
how to handle this situation. Nearby, of 
course, were the tourist guides, govern- 
ment people, natty in khaki uniforms 
and pith helmets, so there was no real 
danger. It was just disturbing. 

Donald turned to the man nearest him. 
"Cat got your tongue, mon?" he asked 
pleasantly. 

The man, the fatter of the two, the one 


who was going to have the most trouble 
from the sunburn, swallowed what he had 
in his mouth and said, “Too much.” 
Vhat is too much, mon?" Donald 
asked. 

“Too much for that cigarette holder.” 

“Too much, mon? You say too much? 
Why you say that?” 

The man glanced at the tourist guides 
nearby. “Now, I don't have to explain 
that, do 1?” 

"What you pay for that sandwich you 
eating, mon?" Donald asked, leaning 
even closer. 

"One dollar ten," the man said auto- 
matically. 

“Jamaican?” 

ET 

"And you don't think that too much, 
mon?" 

“That's my business,” the man said, 
wondering whether there had been sufh- 
cient provocation to call upon authority. 

Donald waved the cigarette holder. 
“And this my business, mon,” he said 
fiercely. He was having fun. He knew he 
probably had no sale with these people, 
but he was having fun. He hadn't missed 
the glances toward the uniformed guides. 
That never worried him. He had never 
caused trouble in his life and the guides 
all knew that. 

“We don't want anything,” one of the 
women said. She was a normally pale, 
blondey kind of woman and she appeared 
at the moment to have contracted some 
subtle tropical skin disease. 

“But you ain't seen all I got, my lady," 
Donald . He reached into his other 
shirt pocket and took out another bam- 
boo tube, slightly larger in circumference 
than the notched tube but shorter. He 
put the tube on the table. Then he raised 
the bamboo quickly and inside was the 
tiny carving of a black man with a gigan- 
tic phallus that leaped out when the tube 
was raised. Donald slid the tube down 
fast and grinned. “Now black man not 
so bad, hey, my lady?" he asked. 

"Now, just a minute." The other man 
spoke up. 

Donald raised and lowered the bam- 
boo. He looked at the tourists with a wild, 
fierce grin that challenged them to take 

ion against him in his own land. This 
was real fun, “Black man get better all 
the time, yes, my ladies?" What the hell, if 
he couldn't make a sale, might as well 
have a laugh. 

The fauer man looked around nery- 
ously and saw the waiter and signaled for 
the check. 

“You want nothing, ladies and gentle- 
men?" Donald asked in his most danger- 
ous way. "Not my music scraper? Not my 
cigarette holder?" He lifted and lowered 
the bamboo and the black phallus sprang 
out and then vanished. "Not my little 
black man? You sure, my lady?" He 
turned his attention to the woman on his 

(continued on page 164) 


“Oh, come now, Miss Rozack—the instruments can't be thal cold.” 
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if the censors have their way, “Jast tango in paris" could become the last tango anywhere 


pictorial essay By ARTHUR KNIGHT тнк RUnnuıncs had been heard for some time: a distant thunder, ominously 
persistent, punctuated by occasional flashes of lightning as a movie was closed here by overzealous sheriffs or a theater 
was burned there by bluenose vandals, Vocal minorities called for the arrest, prosecution and conviction of “the pornog- 
raphers”; and, in response, a crescendo of court cases—many of them instigated by the FBI—rose from coast to coast. The 
Supreme Court had been sitting for more than a year on a number of obscenity cases, the Justices either reluctant or 
unable to reach a decision. Then, on June 21, the lid blew off. Ina series of five stunning blows, the Nixon Court reversed 
almost 20 years of standards and practices established by the Warren Court in dealing with sexual materials, and in 
every branch of the film industry, the panic was on. 

Ironically, although the major thrust of the Court's decisions was clearly aimed at the producers and distributors 
of hard-core films, books and magazines, it immediately became apparent that these were the people best able to take 
care of themselves. Within hours of the Supreme Court announcement, there was a meeting of the Los Angeles branch 
of the Adult Film Association of America, whose members are the main purveyors of such “adult” entertainment. At 
the session, a few producers announced that they were withdrawing from the field and a few more stated their intention 
of going soft core—but most simply expressed relief that they had already managed to unload their inventories without 
sustaining a loss. They alone had correctly seen—and hedged against—what was coming. 

Assessing their future, they felt that they could continue to operate successfully soft core within the state of Califor- 
nia (the Court's decision on U.S. vs. Orito merely upheld the right of Congress to regulate the transport of obscene 
material in interstate commerce) and that their counterparts in New York might well do the same there. No other state, 
in their opinion, could be similarly self-sustaining. But their deepest concern, they said, was that if they—who regard 
themselves as legitimate entrepreneurs in the porno field—were to move out, “the Syndicate” would promptly move in. 
There were, indeed, rumors that it already had. Gerard Damiano, writer-director of Deep Throat, had been quoted in 
The New York Times as declining to comment on why he'd sold his interest in that top-grossing film: he said he didn't 

150 want his legs broken. “With the exception of Deep Throat, they've left us pretty much (text continued on page 158) 


Sex took many forms in 1973 films—surreal ("Impossible Object, 
medieval-romantic ("Colinot," with Brigitte Bardot teasing Francis Huster, lop left), casual (Burt Reynolds appraises 

r Billingsley in "White Lightning,” top right), sophisticated (Glenda Jackson spars with George Segal in “A Touch of 

/" center left), animated (“Heavy Traffic,” center right) and semibiographical (with Jeff Bridges, as тасе-сат driver Junior 
“Jackson,” wooing Valerie Perrine in “The Last American Hero,” based on two articles by Tom Wolfe, above left, 
and Kris Kristofferson, as Billy, bedding sweetheart Rita Coolidge in "Pat Garrett and Billy the Kid,” above right) 


' with Alan Bates and Lea Massari, oppo- 


FORCIBLE ENTR Rape, now a near cliché, strikes at Margot Kidder (in “Sisters, top left, Jennifer Salt fantasizes Mar- 

got's violation by Bill Finley); Sophia Loren, gang-banged in "Man oj La Mancha” (top right); Tiffany Bolling, assaulted 
y Vincent Martorano in “Candy Snatch” (above left); and Lynn Lowry, molested in “Sugar Cookies" via that old 

phallic symbol, the gun, in the hands of George Shannon (above right)—while her lesbian lover (Mary Worono: 

HICH KINKS: Sarah Miless outfit courts scandal in "Lady Caroline Lamb" (by 

roles have gotten her into unconventional habits—indulges a fancy in “Th 


FUN & GAMES: Laughter is a 
prime ingredient in such fare as 
“The Most Important Event Since 
Man Walked on the Moon,” a 
French farce with Marcello Mas- 
troianni becoming an expectant 
father (above); "Little Dick, the 
Mighty Midget" (at top right, an 
encounter between happy hip- 
pies that’s witnessed by the well- 
endowed dwarf who, ironically, 
plays the title role); “Snow 
White and the Seven Perverts,” 
which in the segment at center 
right looks more like “Black 
Beauty and the Dirty Old Men”; 
“Avanti!” (bottom right), where- 
in Jack Lemmon and Juliet Mills 
go skinny-dipping before coming 
to the same amorous terms as, they 
learn, did their departed parents; 
and "Blume in Love" (below), 
starring George Segal (again) as 
a man whos been dumped by 
his wife—principally because of 
the sort of thing he’s enjoy- 
ing here with Marsha Mason. 


'ROEROTICI The boom in 
black-oriented movie production 
continues unabated—its only new 
wrinkle, perhaps, being the introduc- 
tion of a woman as principal charac 
ter. At center and above, Pam Grier as 
the shotgun-toting "Coffy" prepares 
for bed—the site to which she lures 
most of her victims before blasting 
them. Also aimed squarely at blac 
audiences ате “Book of Number: 
with Philip Thomas and Freda 
Payne (near right, top) sharing bill 
ing with producer-director-star Ray 
mond 51. Jacques; “That Man Bol 
(near right, center) and “Black Cae- 
sar" (near right, bottom), both show. 
casing ex-pro football player Fred 
“The Hammer" Williamson—mak 
ing out with Theresa Graves in the 
former and with Gloria Hendry (off 
screen, a Playboy Club Bunny) in 
the later; "Shaft in Africa," the 
third in the series of Richard Round. 
tree's adventures in private eyeball- 
ing—this one spiriting the detecti 
out of Manhattan and into Addis 
Ababa, where Vonetta McGee pro- 
vides local color as the daughter of 
an emir (left); and “Trouble Man” 
(above, far left), yet another inne 
city thriller pitting the hero (Robert 
Hooks, here getting m some sack 
time with Paula Kelly) against enc- 
mies from both sides of the law. 


MIXED COMPANY: Despite protests from black militants and Ku 


Klux types, interracial lovemaking multiplies onscreen. At top, Gloria 
Hendry reappears with Roger Moore in a James Bond film, “Live and 
Let Die"; above, Marki Bey falls for rookie cop William Elliott in 
“Нап иф”; and below. in “Slaughters Big Rip-Off,” Jim Brown 
enjoys a reunion with a callgirl played by Judy Brown (no kin). 


CAY LIBERTIE: In the forthcoming Halian production “Il 
Caso Pisciotta,” to be released in this country by Golumbia, Mi- 
chele Placido is menaced by fellow convicts (above) who eventu. 
ally rape him. Lesbianism is represented, in more tender guise, by 
Carol White and Veronica Anderson in this sequence from the 
fantasy—previewed here in July—‘Some Call It Loving" (below) 


FLESHPLOTS: Sexpolboilers ате по respecters of 
national boundaries. From the U.S. comes “Girls 
Are for Loving" (with Cheri "Ginger" Caffaro and 
Fred Vincent, above); from France, "Prenez la Queue 
Comme Tout le Monde” (below right); from Den- 
mark, the whimsical “Up and Coming” (below). 


Superhit porno attractions of the year were 
(from top) “Deep Throat,” with Linda Lovelace, “The Devil in 
Miss Jones,” with Georgina Spelvin, and “Behind the Green 
Door,” with Marilyn Chambers, the girl on the Ivory Snow 
box. Both “Throat” and "Door" came out in 1972 but rose to 
nationwide notoriety (and nationwide litigation) during 1973. 


FOREIGN AFFAIRS: Outstanding among the imports of the year was Eric Roh- 
mer's “Chloé in the Afternoon,” the story of a man's infatuation with a young 
charmer. The rub-a-dub-dub at top is as far as the hero (Bernard Verley) ever gets 
with (he girl (Zouzou). Haly's “Night of the Flowers,” a takeout on the Manson 
clan, features “lust, hate, despair and general weirdness,” to quote one critic. In it, 
Dominique Sanda relates to cultist Macha Meril (center) and Hiram Keller (above). 


alone.” said one member of the Adult 
Film Association. “After all, there's more 
action, and less risk, in a single night at 
Vegas than in this entire field. But if it's 
forced underground, the prices will start 
going up and they'll be here. And when 
that happens, 1 don't want to be around.” 

Because most films for the porn mar- 
ket continue to be turned out on ex- 
tremely low budgets (generally $15,000 
or less), their producers can afford to stay 
in business even if their income is re- 
stricted to what they can earn in New 
York or California. What faces the major 
studios as a result of the Supreme Court's 
rulings is infinitely more complex and 
dispiriting. In the case of Miller vs. Cali- 
fornia, the Court turned over to the states 
the problem of establishing "contem- 
porary community standards," offering as 
guidelines to what could and should bc 
banned what it chose to call “a few plain 


“(a) Patently offensive representations 
or descriptions of ultimate sexual acts, 
mal or perverted, actual or simulated. 
"(b) Patently offensive representations 
or descriptions of masturbation, excretory 
functions and lewd exhibition of the 
genitals.” 

“Ata minimum," the Court went on to 
explain, “prurient, patently offensive de- 
piction or description of sexual conduct 
must have serious literary, arti 
litical or scientific value to merit First 
Amendment protection." To the states 
was left the question of what might or 
might not be considered “patently offen- 
sive" within their own borders. To the 
major studios was left the frightening 
possibility that before the year is out, 
they might be faced with as many as 50 
separate interpretations of what con- 
stitutes a “patently offensive" representa- 
tion of sex. Within days of the decisions, 
Steve Krantz Productions had announced 
that it was delaying the filming of Last 
Exit to Brooklyn, a novel dealing with 
homosexuality, and every studio was re- 
examining its current inventory to find 
ways of transforming a possible R into 
a probable PG. 

Publicly the majors, via the Motion 
Picture Association of America, were 
talking tough. After a meeting July 31 to 
discuss the matter, M.P. A. A. president 
Jack Valenti issued a statement: "It is 
the M.P. A. A. judgment that the High 
Court will clarify its earlier decisions and 
narrow the broad definitions of obscenity 
to fasten securely the principle that there 
isa difference between commerce in ideas 
and the commercial exploitation of ob- 
scene material.” The M. P. A.A., he con- 
tinued, is joining with otherorganizations, 
including the American Library Associa- 
tion, in setting up a media coalition that 
“has set as its goal an informational pro- 
gram for the Congress, state legislatures 


LUST TANGO: In terms of sexual candor, the landmark big-budget picture of this (or perhaps any other) 
was unquestionably Bernardo Bertolucci’s “Last Tango in Paris.” Highly controversial—in fact, banned in its m 
Italy—"Lest Tango” is the story of a middle-aged ex-fighter (Marlon Brando) and a young girl (Maria Schneider). 
The two meet in an apariment for rent and, immediately attracted to each other, agree to share the place—anony- 
mously, for carnal purposes only. An impressively diversified exhibition of sexual acrobatics, in locations ranging from 
floor to wall to bathroom (above and below), follows before the affair grinds to its tragic, and inevitable, conclusion. 
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and local governing authorities to make 
clear that ideas and free speech are пог 
to be abused by disfiguring definitions 
of obscenity which can be used to indict 
nate artistic and creative efforts. 
heads who attended that 
meeting agreed to let Valenti do all the 
talking for attribution. Privately, though, 
several speculated that trouble may be 
brewing at the exhibitor level. If exhibi- 
tors аге afraid to show major films, some- 
thing will have to give. But, cautioned 
one executive, it will be at least 12 
ionths before the studios will know for 
sure “which way the ball will bounce. 
One effort to aid exhibitors and distrib- 
utors is under way: The M. P. A. A. is 
lending legal assistance to them in se- 
lected cases, The association's attorney, 
the high-powered Louis Nizer, is already 
representing the defendants in the appeal 
of the Carnal Knowledge case from an 
adverse supreme court ruling in Сео 
Significantly, though.apart from United 
Artists’ import of Last Tango in Paris, no 
major company had permitted an X-rated 
movie on its premises since A Clockwork 
Orange, which was released carly in 1972 
and subsequently laundered to an R. 
One important reason was the fact that 
more and more newspapers were refu 
ing flat-out to advertise X features in 
their pages or, like the Los Angeles 
Times, had taken to lumping together all 
Xs, regardless of merit or origin, on the 
same page. Asa result, United Artists sim- 
ply withdrew its Last Tango ads altogeth- 
er from the Times—apparently without 
doing much damage to its weekly grosses. 
To a great many defenders of sexual 
candor on the screen, Last Tango in Paris 
was justification enough for their posi- 
tion. Previewed for a single performance 
as the grand finale of the New York Film 
Festival in October 1972, the print was 
hustled back to Italy, where it remained, 
surrounded by legal controversy, and did 
not make its commercial debut here unt 
February 1973. Wisely, United Artists 
centered its advertising campaign on Pai 
line Kael's glowing New Yorker review, 
written at the time of the festival, in 
which she compared Last Tango to Igor 
Stravinsky's epochal Rite of Spring. The 
classical allusion was apt. What Stravinsky 
had done to liberate the ballet from st 
fling conventions back in 1913, Bernardo 
Bertolucci seemed to be accomplishing 
for the screen almost 60 years later. And 
the scandale that attended the Stravinsky 
premiere was fully echoed in the reac- 
tions—critical, political and personal— 
evoked by the film wherever it was shown, 
either here or abroad. In its native Italy, 
after a four-day hearing last June, the film 
was banned and its two leads, Marlon 
Brando and Maria Schneider, were fined 
and given suspended sentences. Since nei 
ther was in Italy at the time, the latter was 
purcly pro forma, but indicative. United 
Artists was to encounter much the same 
ion as it sought to open the film 


around the U. S. То many а judicial су 
it looked like just another porn film. 

Actually, Last Tango in Paris left liule 
to the imagination in terms of sexual ac- 
tivity and nothing, whatsoever in terms of 
sexual language. И. featured full frontal 
female nudity, masturbation, sodomy and 
fornic impressive array of 
positions) and a range of four-letter words 
that would certainly boggle the minds of 
all but the most sophisticated pornogra- 
phers. Two factors, however, clearly dif- 
ferentiated it from the hordes of hard-core 
films that have been crowding the screens 

п recent years: One was the absence of 
any explicit close-ups of the sexual act; 
there was no depiction of penetration, as 
it is delicately described in the courts. 
The other was the almost self-evident fact 
that every bit of the film's extensive 
eroticism is related to its serious central 
theme. Still standing after the Supreme 
Court's decisions is the basic caveat that 
ny work being judged must be con- 
sidered “as a whole. 

“As a whole,” Last Tango is the mov- 
ing story of a thoroughly den 
fghter, exactor whose unfaithful wife 
has committed suicide. Now middle-aged 
and alone, Paul (Brando) is fearful of 
the future, and even more fearful of 
emotional commitment. Wandering the 
streets of Paris, he comes upon an apart- 
ment for rent—a seedy place with tat- 
tered castoffs piled in the corners. While 
Paul is inspecting it, Jeanne (Mlle. 
Schneider) arrives; she and her fiance are 
to be married in a weck and they need a 
place. Within moments Paul, still wearing 
his trench coat, is upon her, lifting her 
skirt, dragging down her panties. They 
have sex while standing, the girl's legs 
locked firmly about Paul's middle. Their 
sudden passion spent, the two make a 
pact. The apartment will be their rendez- 
vous; they will continue to meet for sex, 
but only for sex—no emotions, no names. 

Paul, with his insatiable hunger and 
the fear of approaching impotence, keeps 
the game going and Jeanne, although en- 
during virtually every form of sexual 
humiliation, is masochistic enough not 
only to participate wholeheartedly in his 
aberrations but even to find herself fall- 
ing in love with him. Later, Paul recog- 
nizes, if not necessarily his love for the 
girl, certainly his need for her. He takes 
her to a tango palace, where, in a bril- 
iantly stylized sequence, he drunkenly 
proposes to her. 
ever, and announces her intention of 
going through with her wedding to her 
young film director. When Paul follows 
her home, she shoots him dead. Still not 
knowing his name, she calmly sets about 
preparing her alibi. 

The plot may sound slender, its inci- 
dents lurid; but Bertolucci, at 32 Italy's 
most creative director, had a wholly 
moral, even a moralistic message in mind: 
Sex without love, he tells us, carnality 
without commitment, can end only in 


he rejects him, how- 


tragedy. Paul might have been saved his 
tortured wanderings. Jeanne her ior- 
ment, had they accepted this simple fact. 
There is a particularly touching scene be 
tween Brando and dead wife's former 
lover (Massimo Girotti) in which Paul 
begins to realize how little he knew the 
woman, and another at her bier in which 
all the things that he should have said to 
her while she was alive come pouring out. 
In both instances, one realizes it is much 
100 little and far too late. But these sce 
afford piercing insights into the charact 
of Paul and, hence, lend a peculiar va 
ity to the entire enterprise. It is this psy- 
chic penetration of the characters, rather 
than the absence of any physical pen- 
etration by the performers, that sets 
Last Tango apart. Clearly, Time's re- 
viewer overstated the case when he de 
dared, shortly before the film's New York 
opening: “Tango proclaims the libera- 
tion of serious films from restraints on 
sex as unequivocally as the 1967 Bonnie 
and Clyde proclaimed liberation from re- 
straints on violence.” But then, back in 
January of this year, there were precious 
few who could foresce the repression 

forthcoming from the Nixon Court. 
Perhaps some of this carly cuphoria 
could be traced to the voters of Califor- 
nia, who m November 1972, by a tally of 
better than two to one, had turned down 
Proposition 18, a measure that would 
have enforced strict guidelines on pornog- 
raphy and obscenity. Even John Way 
one of the more conservative inhabit 
of the movie capital, spoke out against 
the measure. “You don't cut off your foot 
because you have a sore toe,” he told TV 
viewers in a widely seen commercial. In 
the courts, jurics—possibly more rel 
ble indicators of “community st 
than politically appointed or elected 
judges—generally were turning in пос 
guilty verdicts on X-rated merchandise 
charged with obscenity. In Binghamton 
New York. for example. a jury of ordi 
nary citizens found Deep Throat not ob- 
scene—although a few months later, in 
separate trial in New York City, cruninal- 
court judge Joel Tyler made it clear that 
he didn't agree In Chicago, Throat went 
through two mistrials—one when the jury 
declared itself deadlocked. the second 
when the judge disqualified himself— 
in April of this year. The proprictors 
of the Town Underground Theater, 
where the picture was booked, may well 
have wished the verdict had come in be- 
fore the Supreme Gourt decisions. In 
July, post-Court, they meekly entered a 
plea of guilty to obscenity and paid a fine 
of $10,000, But that was July. Back in 
February, looking through what turned 
out to be a clouded crystal ball, the show- 
biz bible Variety was informing its 
teaders that, as far as New York was 
concerned, at least, sexy movies would no 
longer be “in the same category as peep 
shows, massage parlors and street crime, 
(continued on page I68) 


the potter and the widow troma Bulgarian folk tale 


үү, MANY YEARS АСО, there was a cer- 
tain young fellow, a potter by trade, who 
went from village to village selling his 
wares. At the end of one especially hot 
and dusty day, he came to a pleasant vil- 
lage with a little river flowing through it 
and he decided to idle awhile. After he'd 
ered his horse, he went up the village 
street until he came to the church, and 
there, at some distance in the churchyard, 
he saw something quite curious. 

Just then the priest, а ruddy, jolly-look- 
ing cleric, came out the church door and 
the potter stepped over the low wall to 
speak with him. “Liule Father,” he said, 
“over yonder I sce a very comely young 
woman who is weeping and throwing her- 
self about on the ground. Pray, do you 
know why? 

“Poor child,” said the priest, “she 
has fallen on the grave of her husband, 
who was murdered by bandits not long 
ago while guarding his sheep in a mead 
ow above the village. She will not be 
consoled.” 

"Hmm," said the potter, “now, don't 
you find it sinful that such beauty should 
waste away in sorrow and t As I 
think of it, though, it occurs to me that 
some vigorous young man—he could even 
be a stranger passing through—could 
turn her thoughts to happier things. He 
could, for instance, turn her onto her 
back and gently spread 

"My good sir," interrupted the priest, 
"such is her emotion and so fresh is the 
memory of her husband that nothing of 
the sort could possibly occur. Why, if 1 
were the scoundrelly sort of priest who 
took part in wagers, I should probably 
bet my mare and her new foal 
against—hmm, what shall we say2—that 
the fellow would not succeed. 

“Shall we say a painted cart and a stout 
horse?" asked the potter. "I am sure that 
even the most righteous priest would 
make a wager if he knew that the out- 
come would be a lesson for some thought- 
less sinne 

"You have put it very well.” said the 
priest. The two men spat on the ground 
and shook hands to seal the bargain. 

“Now you must find a hiding place 
said the potter, “but first point out some 
recent grave wherein lies someone the 
shepherd's widow did not know. I need 
an excuse for visiting the graveyard.” 

“Just this side of the big oak tree,” said 
the priest and he took himsel off to hide. 

The potter slipped quietly down the 
path without 


tracting the widow's at- 
tention and found the grave near the 
tree. He lay down on it. Suddenly, the 
widow heard a moan like thunder, bro- 
ken by a sob like that of a man whose 
heart had just split. There was silence 
lor à minute. Then the widow heard 
a deep, rhythmic weeping that could 
have been the sound of half a vil 


lamenting that the other half had been 
massacred by the Turks 

The young woman stopped her own 
crying, sat up, dried her tears and went 
over lo the potter with an expression of 
true compassion. “Be comforted, young 
sir,” she said, “or you will surely damage 
some organ inside yourself with those 
terrible sounds. Tell me, whom do you 
mourn? An aged mother? A dear sister?” 

The noise the potter was making grad- 
ally lowered and finally he said in a 
harsh tone, “Organ, yes, my organ! May 
God curse it and wither it! Better still, 
Fl borrow a cleaver from the butcher 
and chop it off. It is the cause of all my 
woe, that monster.” 

The widow began to pat his shoulder 
sympathetically and look with interest 
into his tearstained face. The potter 
raised up on one elbow. “Yes,” he said, 
"it is my dear young wife who lies herc— 
horrible to confess—her fair body liter- 
ally split and shattered by her husband's 
enormous pikestaff. Oh, I murdered her. 
What woman will cver love me now? 

The woman's eyes filled with tears of 
sympathy. She put her arm about his 
shoulders and tried to soothe him. At 
last she said, "Listen, poor young man, 1 
think I have a solution for our tragedies. 
You have a great need for love and com- 
forting to keep you from going mad and 
doing yourself an injury. As for me, I de- 
sire only to die and go to heaven, so that 
I can join my dear husband again, but I 
dare not kill myself. So, let us combine 
our necds: You will be calmed and con- 


soled, while I will die quickly impaled on 
that magnificent—that is, I mean to say 
murderous—engine of yours.” 

begin to get the drift of your mean- 
said the potter, bowing his head in 
resignation. “Its 


ms to be the only solu- 
tion.” They moved over to a soft, grassy 
down with the ound 


О grave, where is thy victory? О death, 
where is thy sting? The young widow felt 
the journey to the other world begin with 
a pleasant glow that soon turned into an 
exaltation and thence intoa great ecstasy. 
Just at the final moment of transport, she 
opened her eyes and, looking up into the 
tree, saw the bearded figure of the priest 
in his cassock, watching anxiously as his 
wager was lost. 

“Ah, hurry, my dear killer! The gates 
of heaven are opening! I hear the music 
of the heavenly choir! The great arch- 
angel is before my eyes, swooping down 
from heaven to take my soul. Oh, take 
me, angel, take тте!” 

“The Devil take your soul,” said the 
priest angrily from his tree. “The only 
thing that's opening is my stable door. 
And the only things that are being carried 
off are my fine mare and her foal.” 

—Retold by Philip Tilney [У] 


Ribald Classic 


ILLUSTRATION BY BRAD HOLLAND 


161 


PLAYBOY 


DARKEST AFRICA continued pron page н?) 


occupied to the fullest by other rhino. 
The love of animals was selective among 
civilized people, Graham argued mis- 
chievously; it excluded mosquitoes and 
beef cattle and pets that misbehaved. And 
among game savers it was most conspici 
ously selective in countries such as those 
of East Africa, where human needs were 
obvious and extreme, where the choice 
ultimately was between free-roaming ani- 
mals and men. The profligate love of 
Graham concluded, was, in fact, 
a reaction formation that masked a con- 
siderable hatred of men. 

Riding out in the Land Rover that aft- 
emoon to view game in the Masai Mara 
Game Reserve, I found it easy to agree. 1 
had known the sickness myself. I had ad- 
mired animals even in the days when I 
was butchering саше for a living. “I 
claimed generally," Graham wrote in sim- 
ilar confession, “that animals were better 
than people. It never occurred to me to 
wonder what was the disappointment 
with people that made me wrn to 
mals for sympathy." Exactly. Graham 
proposed по less for East Africa than that 
Homo sapiens should side first of all with 
Homo sapiens and confine the animals of 
Africa to its parks and reserves, proposals 
rely realistic in countries with too lit- 
tle protein and increasing numbers of 
people to feed. Every square foot of 
ground that could be watered ought to be 
put to use growing grain. 

And here were the animals before me, 
a herd of 100 or more black Africa 
falo and then small Thomson's gazelles, 
the "tommies" of Hemingway's stories, 
and giraffe and topi and occasional lone 
bull elephants that flapped their ears and 
trumpeted at the car. Zebras galloped 
past, plump and groomed as horses in 
fairy tales. The topi wore dark, shiny, 
mysterious patches on their thighs 
patches of soot. The buffalo had horns on 
their heads that looked like the pulled- 
back hair of farm wives. The giraffe 
might have come from Mars, propor- 
tioned as they seemed to some different 
scheme of skeleton from other mammals. 
Before me on the grassy, rolling land 
studded with gall thornbushes was a 
sion of another time, for these animals 
were the surviving descendants of the dis- 
tant age known as the Pleistocene, the age 
the daily press still calls the ice age, 
though many ice ages there were. The 
giants of the Pleistocene were gone, 
the pony-sized hyenas and the horsesized 
sheep and the g clepl 
and only the elephant and the rhino 
among the largest animals still hung on 
in Africa long after their counterparts, 
the giant bears and mastodon, had disap- 
peared everywhere else in the world. The 
African species running before me were 
imals of bold decoration, the kind of 


162 decoration found today only on birds and 


insects and г; 
And the Pleistocene produ 
remarkable species and that other species 
besides, man himself, and man or the 
effect of man's passage had eradicated 
most of the Pleistocene mammals every- 
where but in Africa, and before long 
would reduce them to а manageable few 
even here, and in a world on the brink 
of dire overpopulation only sentimen- 
talists would be sorry. 

And yet. Sitting at the desk of an ope 
steel-screened room at Keckorok Lodge 
in the Masai Mara at four in the morn- 
ing, listening to the zebra crunching grass 
on the lawn and the black-faced vervet 
monkeys bickering in the trees, I won- 
dered if the love of a ls that some 
men and women felt didn't have distant 
roots, whatever its present. maladapta- 
tion. Men had identified themselves with 
nimals since the beginning of time, 


learning to imitate them not only in 
order to capture them for food but also 
because they conuined within them- 


selves, cach species in its own unique way, 
a knowledge of the world that man cov- 
eted for his own. M world, until ihe 
most recent days, until only the last 
10,000 years of a history that went back at 
least 3,000,000, had been a world where 
most all the available knowledge re- 
sided in living things, not in gardens or 
laboratories or machines, “Primi 
men tod; king through the country- 
side, routincly knew the names and uses 
of hundreds of plants and animals and 
birds. The lion was a school for stall 
the termite for housebuilding, the wild 
dog for organized hunting, the tortoise 
for defense. Anthropologists were be- 
ginning to take such qualities seriously 
gain, studying them for the logies 
they offered to the habits of carly men. It 
was possible that some of the ancient re- 
spect for the prowess of animals still ob- 
tained. Yet there were other reasons for 
the emotions animals stirred in the hearts 
of men besides the practical. I was travcl- 
ing the land to find out what they were. 

That was the morning when I had 
stood in the Land Rover among the pride 
of lions and felt the wildness of Africa as 
Thad not felt it before, felt the gull be- 
tween men and animals. The lions paid 
little attention to the car, but there was 
reason to believe they had once paid at- 
tention to men. An anthropologist at- 
tempting to imitate the early hunters by 
on the savanna had move than once 
kills with no more 
aves of his hands. Men 
d shot lions on sight for so many years 
that only cowardly lions might be left, 
but it was more likely that lions were 
d of men, Other than elephants, all 
п from men; killer ape or no, 
he was obviously the most skillful preda- 
tor the world had ever known. 


We crossed into Tanzania and entered 
the Serengeti National Park late in the 
morning and went through customs at 
Lobo Lodge, a striking new shelter built 
into a high knob of kopjes, huge boul- 
ders, that rose out of the plain 150 feet or 
more. Beyond Lobo Lodge a brown, 
blasted landscape studded with thorn 
seemed to stretch to the ends of the earth 
If this was man’s ancestral home, then no 
опе need wonder at the race's hardiness; 
you could explain Nazi Germany with a 
landscape like this one. It was old. possi- 
bly several million years old in its present 
form, although it had scen interludes of 


greater rainfall than the rainfall of recent 
years. Yet its 


gors didn't disturb the ani 
es and zebra grazed content- 
edly on what looked like no grass at all, 
and farther down the road Peter stopped 
the car before one of the great spectacles 
of thc Serengeti. 

Before the car from horizon to horizon 
moved rank upon rank of wildebeest, 
black, bearded animals with long, mourn- 
ful faces and high shoulders and stoping 
low backs that wer fact, a species of 
antelope. They were cantering to new 
feeding and watering grounds in the 
northwest corner of the park, a column 
perhaps 12 wildebeest wide passing by a 
given point—the track on which the car 
was stopped—all day for days on end. 
There were nearly 1.000.000 wildebeest in 
the herd. So the Ar bison must 
have appeared to the first pioneers, I had 
heard of this migration in Nairobi from 
a wildlife specialist named Norman 
Myers. the author of a superb book on Af- 
rican wildlife, The Long African Day. 
Myers had thought 1 would find the wil- 
debecst at George Dove's safari camp 
near Olduvai Gorge. A photographer had 
making a film of the mi 
using a hotair balloon for a camera 
platform. Obviously, the wildebeest 
had moved on. 

As we drove toward Dove's, the Seren- 
geti changed. From scrub and thornbush 
softened by the woodland along an oc- 

П it went to grass and 
ric, an endless 
sweep of grasses and по wees or even 
bushes to break up the horizon. On this 
ına, as prairies are called in Africa, 
nimals made their lives forever in 
the publiceye, which meant most of all in 
the eyes of predators, lions, hyenas, leop- 
ards, cheetahs and wild dogs. The intend- 
ed victims had acquired, as a result, every 
d of exoti . The Thom- 
son's gazelle had a black stripe running 
horizontally along its sides. The stripe. 
made it stand out boldly from the bull. 
grassy background, which hardly seemed 
protective, and yet it must have been. 

Such markings began as random, acci- 
dental genetic changes that occurred in 
only one animal. Mutations of negative 

alue quickly disappeared because they 
made their owners more vulnerable to 
(continued on page 232) 
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opinion By V. S. PRITCHETT 


The 
Ignoble Nobel 


as an 
international literary 
prize, its not 
a bang but a whimper 


» in 1901, the annual Nobel 
the most remarkable literary work of 
ion” has crowned some 65 writers 
and the world—at least momentarily—has considered 
them great. Now, to celebrate the prize and its 
winners, the Nobel Prize Li is being published 
in a 20-volume set of selections at a cost of $79.60. 
It will be a sumptuous piece of furniture for your home; 
it will “open new horizons for your family" and its 
biographi nd critical introductions will explain to 
any cynical family members why so many 
commonplace scribblers are here placed cheek by jowl 
some of the good and a few of the truly great. 
lired Nobel made his fortune from the sale of 
amite; he seems to have repented and sublimated 
by turning some of it back as a reward for intellectual 
explosives. Unfortunately, many of the literary ones 
have failed to go off. There were the damp squibs and 
minor pops of Pearl Buck, John Galsworthy, Jaci 
Benavente, Sinclair Lewis, Sully Prudhomme, Selma 
Lagerlof and a whole host of already-forgotten 
Germans and Scandinavians—all honored by the prize. 
In the meantime, the great booms and thunders of 
Tolstoy, Joyce, Proust, Henry James, Chekhov, Conrad 
and D. H. Lawrence did not come to the ears of the 
Swedish Academy—and none of them won the award. 
In 1935, the academy looked around and found no 
iter worthy that year, though James Joyce, E. M. 
Forster, Robert Frost, Karel Capek, Virginia Woolf and 
H. G. Wells were available. There ha 
decent and passable choices: Kipling, Bergson and 
Mommsen, and some end nn, Yeats, 
T. S. Eliot and Faulkner; n terms of the 
whole list, they seem to be dev; into sense. 
Patronage of the arts has always been something 
of a cultural love affair, with the genuine supporters 
offering money and adm 
public laurels. A great world prize of t 
likea bad marriage between the megalomania of a 
big businessman and the boggling of an academ 
committee. Literature is not subject to a major; 
vote and writers are not clected in the way politicians 
are. Beyond that, academics, who are notorious for 
swinging between the staid (concluded on page 186) 
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364 he grinned and slapped the 


JAMAICAN HOLIDAY 


left. Her blushing had filled 
the patches. 

"The fat man paid the bill and the four 
s gathered their baskets and big 

Ікеа 

They had no dignity. Donald thought 
But how could they have dig 
kind of clothing? 

He sat back in his chair. He'd had a fair 
day and he really ave to peddle 
nything else. He felt good. Across the 
road were the huts of the basketmakeis, 
Cars moved slowly down the road. It was 
nice and hot and the palm fronds were 
ruliling and making their sounds and he 
could see birds and hear birds he could 
not see. He could understand why people 
wanted to come to his country. И was a 
good place. 


n betwe 


"Ellie" М. iH find 
people talking people every- 
where. One of the men in the office just 


returned from Paris, You ought to he 
what he has to say about the F 
"There you are.” 
“There I am wi 
“One hasa right to like or di 
friend dislikes the French. 1 di 
blacks. 
But once you submit to that kind of 
philosophy, you can cut yourself off from 
the entire world,” Mr. Gray said. "Some 
people hate the English and others hate 
Italians and Russians and Germans and, 
Lord knows, enough people hate us. H we 
kept away from every place people hated, 
wed never leave this apartment. 
Sophistry, Robert. Save it for the 
courtuoom." 
“L refuse to be 
Mr. Gray said. H 
Was he losing 


like. Your 
ike 


influenced by racism,” 
ad that been sophistry? 
touch? 

After a while, Donald got up. He knew 
his staying there might inhibit tourists 
from sitting down and he didn’t want to 
do anything to hurt business. The man 
and woman who owned the restaurant 
were friends. He walked with his little ass 
swing and rubbed the stick up and down 
the bamboo and hummed and ended up 
at another table and sat down. There 
were just two people there, a young man 
and woman, 

Good afternoon, my lady" Donald 
1 in his fruitiest voice. “Greetings, 
Would you like to acquire some gen- 


с Jamaican souvenirs? 

The man looked at Donald and smiled. 
“No.” 

Why not, mon?” Donald was fero- 
Gously aggrieved. 


"You charge too much and don't ask 
me how much I paid for this sandwich, 
Donald.” 

"Or how much J paid for my 
woman said. 

Donald, taken abaci 


hirt,” the 


nd then. 
able hard 


owned 


(continued from page 148) 


with the palm of his hand. “Mr. Best.” 


“Close.” the man said. 

“West. Thats it, West! Mr. and Mx: 
Richard West. Hey, good to see you ba 
in Jamaica! Hey, ood.” 


The man held o 
ald grabbed it. He 
hand and kissed her 


d and Don- 
the woman's 
fingers. 


took 


“Welcome,” he said, in a brand-new 
voice. 

“Номе you been, you old horse 
thief?” the man asked. 


No change. 
How's Detroit 
Dirty and hot and cold.” 

Wis dan teu moye TT Oe 
West 
Maybe. one day.” 


Mr. West, no change. 


she said. “I'd like 


to. 


d. 
West 


We would like that, too, 
Have a beer, Donald? 
asked. 

No, thanks, mon.’ 

‘Come on. It’s hot.” 

ase, Donald," Mrs, West said. She 
nd pri 
Donald said. 
body buy me nothing.” 
know all about that," Mr. West said. 
my rule, mon. it got to be 


Donald 
Mr. 


^I don't like no- 


good break. No beer, mo nt rum.” 

e: West sa He 
called a waiter and gave the ordei 

"How's your mother, Donald?” Mrs. 


West asked. 

Donald bad forgotten. He had mer the 
Wests the winter before and had talked to 
them often here at the restaurant and 
once he met them at the Little Pub and 
they had caten together and had talked a 
Jot, but he'd forgotten he told them about 
his family. “She the same, mon.” he said. 
“She sixty, maybe more, she work like 
twent 

“What about you?" Mrs. West asked. 
“Have you settled down and gotten your- 


self married to one of those—what did 
you call them? Boonoonoos:” 

“Don't short-money me, Mrs. West," 
Donald said. “Boonconoonoas. No, | not 


married yet. I am poor mon. I have no 
job. Т have по trade. 1 have no work.” 
Donald was very sad. "Summertime noth- 
ing to do. Winter I try make living. Sell 
beautiful Jamaican works of art. But I 
sell so cheap I make no money, not even 
to live оп 

"My God, 
eyes. 

"My God Mr. W 
“You're а thief, Donald. Anything you 
sell we can buy right across the road for 
half." 


Mis. West said, rolling her 


is right.” t said. 


ou dead wrong. Mr. West," Donald 
said earnestly. "One third!” He burst into 
aghter and then а big John Crow 
soared by overhead, scarcely moving its 
wings, and Donald watched the black 
buzzard and his laughter went away v 
it. "When I was boy, there was no school 


better. Schools. More 
ys and girls arc smart 
nd can read and get good jobs and get 
married proper and have nice homes and 
not have to go round making nyamps of 
themselves for tourists.” 
“Knock it off. Donald, 
into tears.” Mr. West said 
body has a better lile than you. You have 
marvelous life, I'd trade with you any 


for me. Kids tod: 
come. Someday be 


before 1 burst 
rist. no- 


The waiter appe 


ed then with the big 
d raised the glass. 


13 


Sood healt у у. Good health, Mr 
West.” He drank decply. 
How's the season been?” Mr. West 


ked. 
Donald set the glass carefully on the 
table. "More people. but they different.” 
Different? How?” Mrs. West asked. 


vay.” 


id Mis. Gray stepped out 
of the ВОАС jet at Palisadoes Airport 
little alter nine o'clock in the ev 
Mr. 


It was 30 dem 
left New York. 


“Smell tha 


almy air. 
I still say. 
still sa 
Remember our agreement," 
. "You promised to те 
ad.” 
1 still don't know why you insisted on 
1g here to. Kingston, since we're go- 
ing to Ocho Rios. We should have gone 
to Montego Bay like everybody else. 
"You'd like to forget we worked that 
out,” Mr. Gray greed it would 
be interesting and informative to drive 
around the island before we settled 
Ocho Rios. 


* Mrs. Gray started to 


Mr. Gray 
п an open 


“You agreed." Mrs. Gray said. "You 
agreed with yourself: 
They passed through customs and im- 


migration quickly enough, although Mrs. 
Gray remarked later she thought the im. 
migration woman а little more officious 
than necessary, and cker black 
than she had ever seen before. 

А taxi took the Grays to the Morg 
Harbour Beach Club, where Mr. G 
had booked, and in a little while they | 
changed out of their heavy winter cloth- 
ig into light cottons. They went to the 
outdoor bar overlooking the water and 
had rum drinks and looked at the lights 
of Kingston across the harboi 

“Isn't this wonderful, Ellic?" 
asked. 

“It's not bad.” 


Mr. Gray 


t it's like in New 


“I prefer not to.” 


Mr, 


Gray took that as a form of 
(continued on page 218) 


cutting through the 
smoke of myth and 
misinformation—an 
uplifting report on man’s 
second-best friend 


(72нооси me млу smoke it 


only for the pleasure it 
provides, there is something 
about 4 man enjoying a cigar 
that suggests he has his af- 
fairs well in hand. 
ince the end of the 15th 
, when Columbus 
stumbled upon 
and Indians 
history records an 
lineup of charismatic ci 
smokers. The charisma 
obviously not a direct result 
of their smoking cigars, but 
it was definitely related to 
and bolstered by it. There 
are many stories about Е 
mous and inl. 
smokers ( 
ill, Farouk, Freud, Casanova, 
Kennedy 
myths about cigar quality, 
ctiquerte and style are even 
numerous—and they 
been created, largely, 
themselv. 
Probably the most indel- 
ible myth that stubbornly lin 
gers on today is that Cuban 
cigars were and still are 
the best, most unwaveringly 
delicious smokes to be had. 
But don't let the smoke get 
in your eyes. 
It was a little over a decade 
ago that Ame cigar 
lovers danced their Last 


Tango in Havana. Since that 
fateful time when President 
Kennedy ordered ап em- 
bargo on all Cuban goods, 
the unavailability of these 
Habana delights has exalted 
them to legendary status. 
Those who have taken up 
cigar smoking in the past ten 
years feel they have been de- 
nied the ultimate experience. 
A friend of ours who was 
taken in by all this Cuban 
pullery used to make periodic 
orties into Canada, where he 
would stock up on boxes of 
the forbidden smokes. He 
vould then smuggle his new- 
ly acquired contraband- 


smuggling is the only viable 
way of getting them into 
the country—for himself and 


to black-market. 

This ritual continued in- 
termittently for about a yea 
until he was caught by a su 
picious Customs inspector on 
the Northern border. He got 
off with a scolding for his un- 
American misdecd, but his 
Havanas were confiscated. 

lt was just as well, our 
friend decided afterward. He 
learned by experience that 
the quality of Cuban cigars 
since the embargo is, in the 
words of Walter Harris, 
president of Alfred Dunhill, 
"inconsistent. at. best. 

Dunhill’s, which has of 
fered irreproachable cigars 
for 70 years in England and 
America and d Cuban 

gars in the States right up 
to the day of the embargo (it. 
still does in its British stores), 
is highly demanding about 
the quality of the tobacco 
it dispenses. Consequently, 
Haris is mot all 
enthusiastic about Cuban 
harvests anymore—especially 
when compared with what's 

lable today from other 
rc 
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the cigars with vinta 
mbargo tobacco blends,” 
Harris says. “The fact of the 
matter is the tobacco 
over from before the embargo 
is just that—lejt over. 1 
used only as a sales gimmick. 

Cuban tobacco is strong. 
Since the embargo, American 
cigar smokers have been 
raised on mild tobacco from 
other places. So, as one cigar- 
company executive notes, 
‘even if we were to resume 
trading with Cuba, its to- 
bacco would take some get- 
ting used to.” 

Just about every cigar com- 

ny operating in pre-Castro 
Cuba literally replanted its 
interests other tropical 
countries to produce leaves 
equal to and most likely bet- 
ter than the legendary Cuban 
ones. And most of the native 
cigar crafismen took their 
talents elsewhere after the 
revolución. 

The number of master 
Cuban cigar-making families 
is, alas, diminishing and not 
likely to be replenished. At 
present, though, there are 
enough remaining so that we 

an. fortunately, luxuriate 
their product, expertly made 
from tobacco leaf grown in 
new locations. 

Jamaica, the Canary Is- 
lands, Hondur Mexico and 
Tampa, Florida, are the ref- 
ugee strongholds where the 
old cigar artisans continue 
their special craft. But Amei 


icans are proving that you 
don't have to be Spa 

to make cigars by using 
their mechanized know-how 
to manufacture them in 
rambling factories located 


in Pennsylvan 
and Florida 
Because of the almost 
(continued on page 208) 
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SER M MINEMA -1972 Lusso poge 100 


and that marks a victory of significant 
proportions for the exhibitors and dis- 
tributors of theatrical sexplay and prod- 
uct in the midiown area.” Despite the 
thunder on the right, it scemed at the 
dawn of 1973 that the era of permissive- 
ness would continue. 


Last year ended and this year opened 
with two films that posed for the 
M. P. A. А. its classic dilemma: what to do 
about sex and violence. The ratings im- 


posed on those films—Sam Peckinpah’s 
The Getaway (PG) and Billy Wilder's 
Avanti! (R)—left little question where the 
Production Code Administration's affec- 
tions lay. The Getaway, which Peckinpah 
directed with his accustomed quota of vio- 
lence, minimized nudity. Avanti! which 
had no violence whatsoever, maximized 
nudity. Juliet Mills's extremes of fleshiness 
were displayed at frequent intervals and 
Wilder had the bad taste (for some Ame 
can audiences) to zoom in on an Itali 
mother suckling her child. The voyer 
was compounded when Jack Lemmon and 
Miss Mills took а nude swim, to the de- 
light of some passing Italians. With a 
basic plot that seemed likc a French bed- 
room farce played alfresco (the two fall 
in love while in Ischia to claim the bodies 
of their parents, who had been having a 
dandestine affair), the bits of incidental 
nudity seemed not only intrusive but in- 
serted solely for titillation. They 
across, almost embarrassi 
director's attempt to be 
The same could be said of Robert 
Wise's Two People, which was patently 
sympathetic to the plight of a GI deserter 
(Peter Fonda) on his way back from 
Morocco to the States to turn himself in. 
Just before leaving Marrakesh, he runs 
ato fashion model I bx, Wagner. At 
first, he does everything power to 
turn her off, but during yw тіп Paris, 
the two talk interminably about their 
problems, and finally they go to bed to- 


gether. Wise, who directed The Sound 
of Music, seems belatedly to have discov- 
ered S-E-X—and reveled in it sufficiently 


10 carn an R. Even Stanley Kramer, per- 
haps the squarest of Hollywood's veteran 
producer-directors, apparently lelt im- 
pelled to insert a plethora of fourleuer- 
isms into the mouths of his two expert 
leads, George C. Scott and Faye Dunav 
to lend a touch of contemporancity to the 
old-fashioned melodramatics of his Okla- 
homa Crude. Because the story is set in a 
period shortly before World War One, 
the language falls on the contemporary 
car as irritatingly anachronistic. Since its 
only offense was linguistic, however, the 
film pulled a PG. 

Throughout the recent liberal period, 
the Motion Picture Association, and 
articularly its Code and Rating Admin- 
istration, was in а peculiarly ticklish 
situation, Essentially a асаше of the 


industry, it has conceived of itself not as 
a censor but as а bulwar 1 
ng system, designed to 
advise concerned parents as to the suita- 
groups, ha 
consistently been defended by M. P. A. A. 
president Valenti as a buffer against re- 
pressive Federal legislation. What has 
given both Valenti and his code adminis- 
or, Dr. Aaron Stern, 
headaches has been the controversial X— 
ating, incide ly, of which neither 
man wholly approves. Although 
given to pictures produced by the ma 
jor companies that are members of the 
association, it has been handed out 
with some frequency t independents 
who submit their films for ratings—and, 
h even greater frequency, has been 
selLimposed by fly-bynight producers of 
exploitation pictures who have known 
full well that they would end up with an 
X anyway. As а result, films such as 4 
Clockwork Orange and Last Tango in 
Paris haye found themselves in the same 
category not only with such celebrated 
hard-core features as Deep Throat and 
The Devil in Miss Jones but also with a 
tedious procession of 16mm merchandise 
of no artistic pretensions whatsoever. Be- 
cause the code has lumped together fare 
so varied, the public, not surprisingly, has 
tended to do the same—a fact that plays 
directly into the hands of antismut organ. 
zations—the Citizens for Decent Litera- 
ture, Morality in Media and Operation 
Moral Upgrade. 
«e so much of its emphusis is di- 
rected to measurement of the degree of 
nudity and sexual activity in films under 
its scrutiny, the code administration has 
come under fire for appa 
ing what some conside 
theme rather than the visual detail of a 


work. More than a year ago, the National 
Council of Churches withdrew its support 


(tentative, at best) from the codeand- 
rating program and, since that time, the 
U.S. Catholic Conference has grown in- 
asingly vociferous about what it has 
termed “the M. P. A. А.5 refusal to pro- 
vide parents with reliable information on 
the visual and thematic violence 
tained in many current motion pictures 
intended to appeal to young audiences. 
Specifically condemned by the conference 
were films such as Lolly-Madonna XXX, 
many of the blaxploitation movies and 
the current crop of Kung Fi 
notably, Deep Thrust aud Fists of Fury 
Its on this rock that the code adminis- 
tation is foundering. If there are no nip- 
ples or genitalia in evidence, a picture 
clearly intended for a matur adience 
may well end up with, at the very least, a 
PG rating. Thus, Hillard Elkins’ produc- 
tion of Ibsen's А Doll's House, that great 
precursor of women's lib, emerges with a 


con: 


cpic— 


G, as if it were another Disney mo 

imply because Nora—played by Claire 
Bloom (Mrs. Elkins)—and her husband 
never glimpsed in bed together. On 
the other hand. l Mazursky's Blume 
in Love, which seems in many ways a 20th 
Century extension of the Ibsen drama, 
bly earned its R because Susan 
Anspach and her husband, George Segal, 
ате seen in bed—and on a floor—to- 
gether. It's worth noting that Catholics 
€ become fan nt of this sort 
of thing than the code people, and far 
more critical of G or PG pictures that, 
because of either th basic themes or 
their excessive violence, seem more ap- 
propriate for adult audiences. In a sense, 
then, the code played into the hands. 
of the very people it was wying to fend 
off By failing to distinguish between 
mature themes and graphic sexuality, by 
being more lenient with violence than 
with sex and, above all, by failing to ev 
e in any way cither the seriousness of 
intent or the varying degrees of explicit- 
ness in X-rated movies, the Code and Rat- 
ing Administr open to 
others—namely, the church groups, the 
Supreme Court and the various state 
latures. 

It's still too early to suggest what the 
Jegislatures will rule and what effect 
those rulings will have on the type of p 
tures with which 1973 opened—those 
auguring well for a “new maturity" to re- 
place the “new permissiveness.” Women’s 
Jib, for example, had sufficiently settled 
itself into the nation’s consciousness this 
year that a considerable group of films 
began to articulate its aspirations—not 
satirizing them, as in 1972's embarrassing: 
Stand Up and Be Counted, with its leer- 
ing image of avid libbers cager for sex at 
ny price. Up the Sandbox, while hardly 
а classic in the genre, attempted to convey 
the emotional crisis of New York house- 
wife Barbra Streisand facing the advent 
of a third, and unwanted, child. In Pete 
n Tillie. Carol Burnett forced a reluctant 
аппаи into wedlock with the 
The honeymoon's over. It's time to 
get married.” When their child developed 
a fatal illness, it was she, not the husband, 
who assumed the responsibility. In the 
romantic comedy A Touch of Class, 
Glenda Jackson, a caustic, wise 
career woman, captivates Geor 
despite her superior knowledge of Ita 
auto gearboxes, In Blume in Love, pre- 
viously touched upon, the wife walks out 
on Segal—and ultimately returns to him 
on her own terms. Significantly, 1973 
furni: 
Doll's House—the aforementioned one 
starring Claire Bloom, the other (directed 
by Joseph Losey) with Jane Fonda. 

Nor were the decks: stacked. solely to 
favor the femi: One of the morc 
touching films of the year was Scarecrow, 
m which Gene Hackman and Al Pacino, 

{continued on page 170) 


hed not one but two versions of A 


ists. 


opinion By GARRY WILLS Ten 
years alter the Kennedy excitement, 
despite men’s regret for their own 
younger days, it should be possible to 
reckon that excitement’s cost. Death 
hallows, and should; it is the one 
sanctity we all must share. He died 
young, with things presumably ш 
done —but what? Civil rights? Surely 
he would have tried; but he was up 
against an implacable South, which 
only Lyndon could cajole. 

Then there is the claim that he 
would have undone what he did— 
that is, reverse the emphasis on coun- 
terinsurgency in places like Vietnam. 
Even if he had wanted to do such a 
thing, it would have been difficult. 
Not all kinds of weapons, once paid 
for, manage to get used—e.g., our nu- 
clear arsenal. But counterinsurgency 
was an instrument whose whole claim 
was that its use was safe, more prac- 
tical, more instantly applicable than 
massive retaliation. On the very day 
he died, Kennedy boasted publicly 
that he had "increased our special 
counterinsurgency forces which are 
now engaged in South Vietnam by 
600 percent." 

Professor Galbraith suggests that 
Kennedy was about to change, 
he was ready to drop Dean Rusk 
his re-election. But this is a disingenu 
ous argument. "The President thought. 
Rusk, and the whole State Depart- 
ment, too circumspect. He was lean- 
g more to the “decisiveness” and 
quick solutions of Robert McNamara, 
whose escalating role under Johnson 
was already adumbrated in Kennedy's 
last days, with Kennedy’s approval. 
ven Robert Kennedy, for whom the 
task was made easier by Johnson's 
stewardship, eased off very slowly 
from the war, and very equivocally. 
As late as 1966, in a timidly dovish 


now we know 
that the mild-mannered 
chief executive was 
in reality the toughest 
cold warrior of them all 


TEN YEARS 
AFTER 


ILLUSTRATION BY BILL UTTERSACK 


move toward negotiating with the 
Viet Cong, the President's brother 
used threats and applied “the lesson” 
of the Cuban Missile Crisis; “As a 
far larger and more powerful nation 
Jearned in October of 1962, surrender 
of a vital interest of the United States 
is an objective which cannot be 
achieved." 

The truly damaging material on 
Kennedy is offered by his defenders. 
Not only he but his brother after him 
went to death believing in the Cuban 
missile "victor and celebrants of 
the reign made it sound like America's 
finest hour of strong restraint. The 
error of the Bay of Pigs had been re- 
dressed, or used to prove that Kennedy 
could grow, could profit by his mis- 
takes. Actually, he was more mature 
in his conduct of the Bay of Pigs 
affair. After indulging the first folly, 
he did not back it up with bombers— 
which may or may not have provoked 
a Russian response. And his formal 
aim was the restoration of Cuban 
exiles. 

In the missile affair, there was only 
one aim—not removal of the missiles 
(that could have been accomplished 
by withdrawing our useless Turkish 
missiles); not national security (the 
missiles were less useful than those in 
Russia, since in a joint attack their 
release could not be coordinated); not 
removal of the missiles’ proximity (we 
would shortly have some closer to our 
shore, sheathed in Russian subs), The 
only aim in this case was a confronta- 
tion with Russia, to show how tough 


we were. "If Khrushchev wants to rub. 
my nose in the dirt, it's all over, 
Kennedy said. So he rubbed Khrush- 


chev's nose in the dirt, and Khrush- 
chey took it—damaging his ow 
political standing at home (a thing 
Kennedy (concluded on page 212) 
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two penniless (and not too bright) drift- 
ers, develop а mutual affection tha 
while devoid of the sexual overtones of 
Midnight Cowboy, suggests ultimately a 
male-female dependency. This is made 
even stronger by the fact that Pacino's 
deserted wile not only rejects him but 
ics to about the death of the child he 
has never seen. In The Heartbreak Kid, а 
Simon comedy deftly directed by 
Elaine May, young Charles Grodin— 
while still on the honeymoon—jilts his 
dymunching schlepper of а wile 
(Jeannie Berlin) for the cool, WASPish 
charms of Cybill Shepherd. Perhaps the 
most penetrating portrait of the wild 
Ameri le on the loose was to be 
found in writer producer Steve Shagan's 
Save the Tiger, with Jack Lemmon in- 
delibly cast as a wealthy Beverly Hills 
dress manufacturer contemplating a little 
rson to make ends meet. What he also 
contemplates, in the course of 36 extraor- 
ily crowded hours, are the genera- 
tion gap. as personified by a gregarious 
ppy. Laurie Heineman, and 
the steady erosion of all the values his 
own generation had lived by. Rarely has 
an American film worked so ruthlessly to 
expose the ethical dry rot at the core of 
the business community (including the 
use of callgirls to improve sales) or to in- 
vite compassion for an individual so 
thoroughly corrupted. 

Obviously, these are all "mature" films, 
which is not to imply that they are either 
uniformly excellent or uniformly eroti 
They have, however, been created from 
an adult perspective, which does suggest 
that the sexual needs, hang-ups and frus- 
trations of their protagoi i 
more than passing consideration. Un- 
fortu у 
be invented that сап differentiate bc- 
tween these and Last Tango in Paris—or, 
for that matter. Deep Throat. 

Violence, not sex, was the main ingre- 
i turned out to be 1973's only 
gnificant new screen trend—the impor- 


tation of golden hordes of Kung Fu epics 
from Hong Kong. In this instance, the 
trend would seem to be toward a more 
е kind of violence, to the 


most total 
exclusion even of a nominal love interest. 
(As any student of Krafit-Ebing can tell 
you, however, this does not preclude its 
having an erotic effect on the audience.) 
K isa mixture of karate ritual and 
plain dirty fighting—kicking, butting, 
taking giant leaps with both feet aimed at 


the opponent. It turns the human body 


to a lethal w object to n 
and destroy. And the victims of the Kung 
Fu experts, at least as demonstrated in 
such films as Five Fingers of Death. Fists 
of Fury and The Chinese Connection, 
can expect to die a particularly gory 
death. Faces are mashed to a pulp, arms 
torn from their sockets and then, for the 


grand finale, the camera zeroes in as huge 
gouts of blood gush from the broken 
mouth of the dying man. But the action 
inself is swift, graceful and resourceful, 
and its effect—particularly when such 
Kung Fu experts as Lo Lich and the late 
Bruce Lee are taking on an entire squad 
of opponents singlehandedly—is oddly 
exhilarating, even if the prolonged death 
throcs on which these films morbi 
dwell inevitably produce an immediate 
comedown. 

Despite the incursions of the Kung Fu 
films into the action market, the black- 
oriented blaxploitation pictures, with 
their unflagging accent on nudity and vio- 
lence, continued to thrive, with some- 
thing like 50 reaching the screen in 
1973. Many of them—Shaft in Africa, 
Slaughter's Big Rip-Off, The Soul of Nig- 
ger Charley, Super Fly T.N.T.—were 
simply follow-ups to previous successes, 
utilizing the same characters, the same 
stars and often substantially the same 
plots as their predecessors. Nigger Char- 
ley, with its post-Civil War setting, once 
more casts Fred Williamson and D'Urville 
Martin as escaped slaves helping other 
slaves to freedom and killing whoever 
stands in their way. In the Shaft sequel, 
Richard Roundtree trucks off to Ethiopia 
to break up a modern slave ring that’s 
smuggling young blacks into France for 
cheap labor. Super Fly T. N. T. finds Ron 
O'Neal retired from drugs and into gun- 
running, coming to the aid of his black 
brothers in mythical Umbia, a country 
being ruthlessly exploited by Whitey. In 
all of them, the stalwart and often flam- 
t hero is given time off from bad 
ior for extensive romantic dalliance 
with such stellar black beauties as Vonetta 


McGee, Shei Frazier, Gloria Hendry 
and Pam Grier. 
Curio: 5 were be- 


coming increasingly chaste and cautious 


in their ofay productions, the nude scenes 
black pictures continued unabat- 
ed. In Cofjy, for example, when statu- 


esque Miss Grier sets off on a one-woman 
vendetta against everyone responsible for 
ng her kid sister through drugs, 
her methods are simple and direct: She 
her willing prey into her bedroom 
with the promise of sex, then blasts their 
heads off. Vengeance also sparks the 
tion in Hit Men, with Bernie Casey bent 
on tracking down the porn-movie ring 
that murdered his brother, and Miss Grier 
(again) as a would-be porn queen eager 
to advance her career. The Mack, a grim 
study of the vicissitudes of a black pimp, 
includes generous footage devoted to the 
sexy fillies in his stable, frequently in 
fashionable undress. And Ganja & Hess, 
one of several spin-offs of last year's suc- 
cessful Blacula, concentrates more on the 
bodics than on the blood of the female 
vampire vict 


Heading the list of the year's kinkicr 
movies would have to be Warners' long- 
delayed release of William Peter Blatty's 
best seller, The Exorcist, that grim excur 
sion into the black arts and the demoi 
possession of a sexually obsessed child. 
Production problems—making the child 
levitate, her bed quiver, her room tilt— 
were blamed for the repeatedly extended 
shooting schedule. But behind the scenes, 
apparently, lay other problems as well: 
how to deal with the child's sexuality 
(which, in the novel, includes vivid verbal 
obscenities) without ending up 
X, and how to suggest that the child was. 
possessed by the Devil without encount 

ng obstacles from the ever more vocal 
U.S. Catholic Conference. At the present. 
writing, we can't say how—or if—director 
William Friedkin managed to cope with. 
cither of these prickly details; we know. 
merely that Warners has scheduled the 


trouble-laden film for a December release. 
Kinkiness of another kind was to be 
found Brian De Palma’s cool and 


deceptively comic Sisters, in which a schiz- 
oid Margot Kidder repeatedly halluc 
nates herself into becoming her evil dead 
Siamese twin, then sets off on knife-wield- 
ing rampages whenever she becomes 
emotionally involved with a man. Partly 
sophisticated, partly sexploitative, the 
film reaches its apogee in an extraordi 
nary sequence of drug-induced regression, 
set in what seems to be the gymnasium of 
a madhouse, in which her doctor/husband 
trics—not only vainly but fatally—to ex- 
plain away the guilt feelings that turn her 
every sexual encounter into а murderous 
assault. Curtis Harrington's The Killing 
Kind features a young man (John Savage) 
who turns psychopathic after being forced 
to partic the gang rape of Sue 
Bernard (in 2 happier incarnation, our 
December 1966 Playmate). In Payday, an 
often repugnant revelation of the sca- 
brous popmusic scene, complete with 
drugs, groupies and payola, Rip Torn 
presents a frighteningly convincing por- 
trit of a ruthless, cynical and wholly 
amoral backcountry balladeer—a smil- 
ing monster who keeps his troupe togeth- 
er with pills, sex and bribes as long as 
they are useful, then discards them with 
brutal finality once their utility h 
passed. In one shocking, symptom 
scene, he balls a new pickup, Flayne 
Heilveil, on the back seat of his Cadillac 
while his buxom mistress, Ahna 
slumbers beside them, then dumps the 
mistress by the side of the road when she 
protests. 

There were real-life monsters аз well 
this year, as Manson, a feature-length doc- 
umentary, vividly reminds us. Appar- 
ently made with the Manson “family's” 
cooperation, and with ample footage de- 
voted to the sexually communal life style 
at the Spahn ranch, the film becomes 
most disturbing when several of the Man- 
son girls chatter informally and wholly 


“Now, class, let's accept the challenge." 
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hout remorse about the motivations 
behind their cold-blooded killings. (TI 
Mansons also turn up, by implicatic 
in the Jtalian-made Night of the Fl 
һ beautiful Dominique Sanda as mis- 
tress of the far-out revels on an elegant 
estate, The reference is dearly to Sharon 
Tate, her hedonistic entourage and ther 
grim fate) No less sick is Ciao Manhat- 
lan, a seamy semidocumentary on the ill 
fated life and times of former Andy 
Warhol superstar Edie Sedgwick. Pieced 
together from film shot before her drug- 
induced death in 1971, the film— i 
aged star—develops a peculiar fix: 
on Miss Sedgwick's siliconed breasts as 
she lolls about seminude in a drained 
swimming pool, surrounded by Момир» 
of herself in happier days. 

The erotic cartoon, which leaped into 
prominence with last year's Fritz the Cat, 
was reprised several times over in 1973, 
Steve Krantz and Ralph Bakshi, the crea 
tors of Fritz, followed h Heavy 


Traffic, а treewhceling combi n of 
cartoon and live action that looks at just 


about every aspect. of the contemporary 
scene with a knowing leer. An Jalo- 
French production company brings us 
Little Dick, the Mighty Midget, in which 
the hero, whose endowments belie his 
name, is pursued from one erotic adven- 
ture to another by a wicked witch named 
Drytwat, who knows she can be trans- 
formed into a beauty only by frequei 
doses of Dick. БШП aw. 
Engl mated short 
Snow White and the Seven Perverts, Al- 
ag, it is 
dearly no sequel to the Disney classic. 
Meanwhile, the porno-film makers of 
America—some of them, at any rate— 
were secking to haul themselves up by 
their jockstraps. Selfinterest, no doubt, 
had something to do with it. Both last 
years Deep Throat and this years The 
Devil in. Miss Jones demonstrated that 
reputable psychiatrists and а were 


g release 


Amcrica is the 


though unseen at the time of wr 


"It's all right, sir—we're the police. 
The idea is to create competition that will put the 
unauthorized mugger out of business.” 


willing to appear in the courts as expert 
witnesses for films that had “redeeming 
especially if that value was 
primarily artistic The Devil in Miss 
Jones, writen, directed and cdited by 
Gerard Damiano (who, as noted earlier, 
performed the same chores on Throat), 
ns with the suicide of its 30ish, virgin- 
1). She has 
slashed her wrists because her life has 
been drab and empty beyond endurance. 
But the suicide, she explains to the of 
ficial in an anteroom of hell, 
has been the only blasphemous act of her 
life, and it seems a bit unfair to her that 
she be committed to fire and brimstone 
without having tasted the joys of at least 
one of the deadly sins. The interviewer 
is understanding and sympathetic and 
asks her which of the sins she would 
choose. Her answer is "Lust!" 

What follows, of course, is virtually a 
catalog of croticism; anal and oral sex, 
m and fetishism (including one 
ularly repellent interlude wi 
snake). At the end, it seems that hell for 
Miss Jones will be an eternity of franti 
masturbation, locked in a cell with a 
who has no interest whatever in relieving 
her uncontrollable hungers. (Consider 
g the length of Miss Spelvin's finger- 
ils, there is always the possibility that 
she might die again of self-inflicted 
wounds, but then where would she go?) 
"The point is, however, that The Devil in 
Miss Jones is triggered by a valid dra- 

ic device, oflers a central character 
with well-defined needs und desires and 
reaches a finale that is so graphic—and 
moralistic—in its delineation of the hor- 
rors of Hades that it might well occupy 
+r of Bosch's special vision of hell 
in The Garden of Delights. Further 
more, the pseudonymous Miss Spelvin, 
while far Irom a con beauty, 
brings to her role à ification and 
ty that transmute her strange odys- 
phatic experience—a little 
weird, ule sad and rather frightening. 
As Roger Ebert wrote in the Chicago Sun- 
Times, "Miss Spelvin is not only the best 
but possibly the only actress in the ha 
field.” She's exhibiti 
talents in a new release, The Erotic Mem- 
oirs of a Male Chauvinist Pig, shot in—ol 
li places—Philadelphia. 

Another porn enuy, the Mitchell 
brothers’ Behind the Green Door (pre 
micred in 1972 but given its widest screen. 
exposure this year), may have left some- 
thing to be desired in terms of plot and 
character development, but—with lis- 
some Marilyn Chambers, the lady of the 
Ivory Snow soapbox, performing incredi 
ble sexual feats on а flying trapeze— 
it achieved a level of eroticism unprec- 
edented for this field. The Mitchells fol- 
lowed with The Resurrection of Eve, this 
time registering advances in both croti- 
cism and dramaturgy. Mature Pictures 
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Corporation. a veteran in the field, 
ndauntedly proffered High Rise as its 
next "adult" entertainment. Well photo- 
phed, proficiently edited and with an 
aging musical score, it details the 
encounters of a young woman 
Trevor) whose psychiatrist has 
that she needs a wider range 
of experience if she's to satisfy her ma 
After exhausting the possibilities of a 
entire apartment building th 
ses only to certified swi 
rn at the finale that her mate is the 
ий. 
Sere; m: 


advised hei 


n 


psychia 


zine, which for the past few 
years has been rating porn pictures on its 
own special measuring device, launched. 
into production for itself with [1 Hap- 
pened in Hollywood—and promptly 
awarded it an unprecedented 101 percent 
on the "pete; Lavishly made (by 
por ndards) on а 532,000 budget, the 
film follows the rise of Melissa ll —or 
Felicity Split, as she was billed before de- 
ciding to go straight—trom ex-telephone 
operator to stardom Academy 
Award-winning hardcore version of 
Samson and Delilah. As in Deep Throat, 
the laughs leaven the lubricity; Variety 
described the film as "a pornographic 
version of Laugh-In." 

Even in hardcore 
subculture of a 
glimpse, 


meter.” 


homo films—the 
subculture—one could 
t least in the early months of 
new stiving toward quality. 
Wakefield Poole, whose low-budgeted 


Boys in the Sand was perh 
to suggest that something for the boys 
ight not be a girl, followed up in late 
1972 with Bijou, with Bill Harrison as a 
straight construction worker swiftly led 
astray during an all-male orgy in a 
Greenwich Village pleasure palace. The 
photography, induding a number of 
imaginatively manipulated psychedelic 
effects during the orgy itself, was tech- 
nically well above average. And Fred 
Halsted. who established himself in thi 
limited field with 1972's sardonic sado- 
masochistic Plays self, reasserted 
lis promise and prominence this year 
with Truck Jt, a comic counterpoint- 
ing of the sexual innuendoes of contem- 
porary ads with fun and games in the rear 
of the hero's pickup truck (in which he 
drives around naked as a jay bird). 


ps the first 


Overall. porn fare. had reached the 
point where, according to the Revere 
Malcolm Boyd, a notably liberal 


pal priest 
features 
show 


nd prolific author, “Н. 
as good as the Johnny Carson 
nd much bener than the snigger- 
ing, lockerroom kind of humor used by 
Bob Hope. among others.” 

That was last March. Obviously, last 
June the Supreme Court failed to agree 
with him. 

Where does all this leave the lower 
s? If the Production Code’s primary 
ction between an X and an R 
the degree of maturity in a film's theme 
but the quantities of flesh and sexual ac 


coi 


dist 


not 


“Well .. 


. at last the airlines 
have come up with something fresh!” 


tivity displayed in the development of 
that theme, then there is every reason to 
ve that the courts will follow s 
"expert" for example, could con- 
vince a judge of the dramatic validity 
of The Devil im Miss Jones if said 
judge were convinced that the mere de 
piction of fellatio constitutes an. obscen- 
ity. All the critics in the country may 
sing the praise of Miss Spelvin's char- 
acterization (and many have), but it is 
her performance of sex acts that con 
cerns the courts. For all their obligation 
to consider each work a whole.” the 
counts are not essentially concerned with 
art but with mor in the current 
phrase, community standards. Whatever, 
in the court’s opinion. may offend these 
standards will get busted. regardless of its 
ature as art. And in the new wave of 
legal actions anticipated between now 
and the end of the year—a logjam of 
more than 5000 cases awaits in the Fed- 
eral Courts alone—the effects upon the 
film makers are almost too predictable, 
Fhe hard-core producers, as noted ear- 
g to soft core. But 
f Last Tango in Paris is barred i 
enough communities? Will Bertolucci be 
granted the same artistic freedom by 
the financial backers of his next film? 
anley Kubrick have the leeway 
he enjoyed while making A Clockwork 
Orange Mike Nichols ever make an- 
oth. ndmark film like Carnal Knowl- 
edge, since the split decision of Georgia's 

preme court labeled it obscene? Peter 
Bogdanovich’s The Last Picture Show 
ad even the PG-rated Paper Moon, 
which the civic officials of Dallas or- 
dained must be advertised with the caveat 
not suitable for children under 18 years 
old,” ostensibly because cussing, smoking 
Tatum O'Neal upset their standards of 
juvenile propriety, have both run into di 
ficulties, How will this affect his future 
scripts? It will affect them seriously, in 
the opinion of producer-director Robert 
Wise, who sits on the board of the Acad- 
emy of Motion Picture Arts and Sciences 
ad is an advisor to the National En- 
dowment for the Arts. Said Wise: "I 
regard the Supreme Court's action as a 
giant step into the dark void of the past. 
"The way I see it, we may have to show in 
moviehouses all over the country what 
would have been the TV version of a pic- 
ture, with all the bad language and nu- 
dity edited out and the dissolves at the 
start rather the end of the love 
scenes. I would hate to think that the val 
ues of the lowest common denominator 
would become the standard for pictures 
ywhere, but I'm afraid that this will 
become more and more the case. І was in 
Denver recently, for example, when the 
authorities there were adopting their own 
local obscenity bill. Their first target for 
discussion was the book and the movie 
of Love Story! I find a strange and 
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unpleasant coincidence in the fact that 
many of President Nixon's recommenda- 
tions on obscenity, as submitted to Coi 
gress, were turned into law by the Court 
soon after. Especially since the biggest 
obscenity of all—Watergate—is visible on 
the tube right now.” 

Veteran director George Cukor, who's 
been around Hollywood since the debut 
of sound on film, shares Wise's concern— 
even though his own works, such as 
My Fair Lady and the Hepburn-Tracy 
comedies of the Forties, have been unex- 
ceptionable. Cukor expressed a fear that 
the industry's situation might return to 
what he termed “the wilderness of the 
carly talkies, when censors in various 
states and communities snipped away at 
their own discretion—whatever that was. 
I don’t sce,” he continued, “how you can 
make a picture 1 ill please every- 
body. I deplore vulgarity and cheap sex, 
and all those obligatory sex scenes; but, 
on the other hand, I feel that every Amer- 
ican should have the privilege to see or 
not to see whatever he wishes. 1 view it as 
a matter of taste, not morality—and I 
hope to Christ this whole censorship 
thing will soon dic out.” 

Not many thi І. Actually, what 
has been happening in the United States 
this year is only a reflection of what seems 
to be a world-wide reaction to the per- 
missiveness of the previous decade. In Eu- 
rope, which had a history of classification 
predating the M. P. A. A. ratings in this 
country, the resurgence of official censor- 
ship is already well advanced. Tradi- 
tionally, the European film maker 
been the world's freest (except. perhaps, 
when he sought to tackle politically sens 
tive subjects, such as the French presence 
in Algeria or Indochina). Certainly, in 
the area of sexual relationships, the Euro- 
peans used to speak out loud and dear on 
themes at which our own fettered film 
makers could barely hint. Indeed, it was 
the importation during the Fifties and 
Sixties of works by such directors as M 
chelangelo Antonioni, Ingmar Bergman 
and Federico Fellini—and their ready ac- 
ceptance by American audiences—that 
emboldened our па dustry to defy, 
ind ultimately to discard, its own Produc- 
tion Code. 

As in the United States, Europe's offi- 
cial crackdowns are apparently politically 
motivated. After all, there are precious 
few judges or lawmakers willing to go on 
record as being opposed to “decency.” In 
Italy, for example, where Last Tango has 
been banned since last June, the censors 
have made no bones about the fact that 
their previous action against Pier Paolo 
Pasolini’s version of The Canterbury 
Tales was taken not merely to set a prece- 
dent for actions against such currently 
popular Rabelaisian romps as Decameron 
300, The Other Canterbury Tales (not 
by Pasol and Hot-Blooded Stories of 
Wives and Penitent Hus- 


bands; it was also aimed at discou 
more films in a similar vein- 
prior restraint designed to raise the 
les of any civil libertarian, Censor b 
were also ted on such Ame: 
entries as Deliverance and Portnoy's 
Complaint. 

In France, where governmental fund- 
ing is made available to stimulate film 
production, the charge has been heard 
increasingly that these subsidies arc, in 
fact, a handy device for throttling those 
pictures that the French Censor Board 
would rather not see made—a device 
made simpler by the requirement that all 
scripts be submitted to the censors in ad- 
vance of production. As things now 
stand, however, the Censor Board can't 
prevent a picture from being made, 
but it can make things extremely diffi- 
cult for those who reject its suggestions. 
wyer turned director, 
has long specialized films critical of 
capital punishment, the jury system and 
the social order in general. His most 
recent film, Where There Is Smoke 
There Is Fire, dealing with political chi- 
cancry in a small-town election, was re- 
fused government aid. Advance 
also denied a script titled 7m punity. which 
was reportedly based on a true incident in 
which a young man died while under po- 
lice interrogation. As a result, the film 
will probably never be made. The censors 
have also been accused of harassing the 
production of pictures they don't like 
and of holding up the release of com- 
pleted films. Claude Chabrol's current 
essay on the fine art of murder, Red Wed- 
ding Night, for example, was delayed for 
over a month—according to Chabrol, be- 
cause of its unflattering description of a 
Gaullist politician. As if to underscore 
the point. this past May—some 15 years 
after its initial release—the Censor Board. 
finally passed Stanley Kubrick's Paths of 
Glory (but only in a subtitled version). 
On the other hand. unlike their Italian 
counterparts, the French censors passed 
the Italo-French coproduction of Last 
Tango with the sole proviso that it not 
be shown to anyone under 18. 

In both West Germany and England, 
long considered bastions of the liberal 
outlook as far as films are concerned, 
there is now a concerted drive to limit 
sexual candor on the screen, Germany 
presently considering new and cx- 
plicit laws defining what constitutes 
hard-core pornography—sexual abuse of 
children and sex acts with animals, for 
example. In England, where hard-core 
entertainments have pretty much been 
relegated to the film clubs (private-mem- 
bership clubs that operate free from cen- 
sorship), а new organization calling itself 
Festival of Light has been fanning public 
opinion in much the same manner and 
terminology as our own Citizens for De- 
cent Literature, casting doubts on the 


aging 
form of 
k- 


ns 


id was 


Brit 


h industry's system of self-censor- 
ship and urging more stringent regula- 
tions at the local level, with the film clubs 
as the ultimate target. As a result, not 
only have local councils gotten into the 
censorship act but the British Board of 


past three years it has rejected ou 
more than 60 pictures, the bulk of them 
in the past year. Not coincidentally, 
this same board saw fit to excise ten 
seconds from Last Tango's sodomy se- 
quence. Even in Japan, where hard-core 
“eropro” films have been an important 
part of the movie scene for the past ten 
years, police crackdowns have been esca- 
lating—with an added irony that three of 
the producers busted for alleged pornog- 
raphy were members of the Administ 
tion Commission of the Motion Picture 
Code of Ethics, the Nipponese equivalent 
of the M. P. A. As Code and Rating 
Administration. 

As in the United States, it's still too 
early to perceive the effect of these repres- 
sive measures on the films themselv 
The pictures that have been appearing 
here throughout 1973, and presumably 
will continue to appear through much of 
1974, were all initiated in a more liberal 
cra. Indeed, the Cannes festival of 1973 
might well be regarded as the high-water 
mark of this epoch, for in two crowded 
weeks it unspooled an enormous backlog 
of daring and controversial pictures from 
all over the world, many of them appar- 
ently destined to add fuel to the procer 
sorship flames. Certainly, no sooner had 
the French entry, La Grande Bouffe (The 
Great Feed), been unveiled at Cannes 
than it became the center of a storm that 
pped through the ranks of the French 
intelligentsia. Many found the film a 
questionable choice to represent France 
because it was written and directed by 
an Italian, and the two major roles went 
to Ttalian actors, Marcello Mastroianni 
and Ugo Tognazzi. These were the mild 
faultfinders. More objected violently to 
the central theme, a suicidal orgy among 
four men resolved to eat and fornicate 
themselves to death. And others ques- 
tioned the details: the belching, the 
vomiting. the farting and—when the con- 
stant round of dishes was interrupted 
by the arrival of several callgirls and a 
plump schoolteacher—the sexual excesses 
to which they glecfully submitted. Its pro- 
ponents, on the other hand, found the 
film: а thoughtful, imaginative, forceful 
attack on the affluent society, pointing 
out that the four men all die horrible 
deaths for their self-indulgence. 

Another French entry that garnered 
considerable attention at Cannes was La 
Maman et La Putain (The Mother and the 
Whore), a three-and-a-half-hour investi 
tion of what can happen when a young 
man, living with and supported by 
woman, introduces another girl into thei 


"I'm as patriotic as the next guy, but there are times when 
1 wish they wouldn't play the national anthem.” 
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‘The girl. secking some kind of 
security, pushes her way into his life, even 
to the extent of going to his home and 
sleeping with the two of them. The 


woma sed, and the film 
ends—inconclusively—with the young 
man proposing marriage to the girl. Jean- 


Pierre Leaud, François Truffaut's 
ite leading man, invests the role of this 
biguous hero with considerable char 
and tenderness, but the major асс}. 
went to newcomer Fran çoîse Lebrun as a 


Polish-Frendi nurse whose appetite for 
sexual experiment leads to the breakup 
of Leaud’s pleasant form of existence. 


Vivre Ensemble (Living Together), with 
Anna Karina as both director and s 
presents the former Mme. Сох 
le that might have been lifted from a 
Godard movie—a freethinking, loose- 
living young lady who ensnares a rather 
too proper schoolteacher with her un- 
inhibited ways. They live together, move 
to New York and have а baby, while he 
slowly disinteg: through drugs and 


drink. What makes the film remarkable— 
and mature—is that there is по self- 
pitying on either side. Similarly, in 7m- 
possible Object—one of those incredibly 
cross-pollinated. productions that are 1 
coming so common today —American di- 
rector John Frankenheimer, his wife, 
Evans Evans, British star Alan Bates and 
the glamorous French actress Dominique 
anda have contrived an international 
love story that is ble not only 
insight into delicate sexual re- 
hips but for its basic honesty. 
Bates is a writer living near Paris with his 
American wife and family. He meets 
Mlle. Sanda. ed. in a museum, 
nd they fall t follows is part 
real, part fantasy, as the writer епі 

ders with his imagination the jcalousies 
and passions touched off by their in- 
volvement—in scenes Чу illustrated 
ina January 1973 rıaysoy pictorial, Al- 
though Impossible Object is a French 
production, it was shot in Eng! 
doubt t audiences beyond the 


h, no 


10 aiti 


] art house circuits. With its engag- 
st, intriguingly offbeat story line 
reetly handled touches of nudity, 
its prospects are brigh 

Italy's main contribution to Cannes 
this year was Film d'Amore e d’Anaychia 
(Story of Love and Anarchy) yet an- 
other glimpse of Italy under fascism. As 
ien and directed by Lina Wertmuller, 
the film centers on a plot to assassinate 
Mussolini, the would-be 
carlo Giannini) biding his a 
handsome Roman bordello. But the long- 
er he waits, the more attached he becomes 
to one of the inmates (Lina Polito), 
eventually falling in love with her. It’s an 
adroit blending of sex and politics, and 
its moral seems to be that the two don't 
mix. Neither do sex and religion, accord- 

ng to the Japanese entry Gaki Zoshi 
(The Water Was So Clear). A first film by 
Y Takabayashi, it tells of a Buddh 
priest's growing desire for the young girl 
he has brought into his household. When. 
he finds her making love before the altar 
of his temple (to a young man who had 
previously raped her), his desire becomes 
an obsession. At one point, he mastur- 
bates before that same altar, then dedi- 
cates himself to constant prayer. But 
when the girl gocs off with ha 
man, the priest dies. С 
stressed the film's visual poetry: The 
story is told entirely without dialog. 

Sex, as usual, was very much on the 
mind of Sweden's Vilgot Sj whose 
Troll, screened out of competition at 
Cannes, caused a considerable . Less 
graphic than his I Am Curious (Yellow), 
it nevertheless deals candidly with a 
freewheeling couple who have no sex life 
together because the wife is afraid she 
might die of it. When a priest explains 
that they must either consummate their 


n attempt 
g another 
couple make love. He ultimately suc- 
ceeds, but the effort seems to wipe both of 
them out. The film won praise for its 
lightness and wit. Even Brazil, whose en- 
s are not usually a highlight o 
I season, came through with a superior 
work in Toda Nudez Sera Gastigada (АП 
Nudity Will Be Punished), a mordantly 
witty look at а widower who marries а 
prostitute and, albeit unwittingly, is soon 
g her with his son. The bitter hu- 
mor spring from the fact that both father 
and son were initially desolate over the 
fist wife's death, and from their attempts 
10 maintain the appearance of respectabil- 
ity even while acceding to demands of 
the flesh. 

But by far the most resounding succès 
@estime of the festival was scored by 
Lindsay Anderson's O Lucky Man!, 
which Warners rushed o di uation 
here w s of its introduction at 
anes as the British entry. Almost three 
hours long, the film stars young Malcolm. 
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McDowell (of 4 Clockwork Orange) 
a sort of youthful Everyman, an ambi 
tious coffee salesman who hopes to rise in 
a fiercely competitive world on the basis 
of his Pepsodent grin, his china-blue eyes 
and his lack of commitment to anythi 
or anybody except himself. Women 
(notably Rachel Roberts and Helen Mir- 
ren) are fair game in the course of his up- 
ward mobility, and they are more than 
willing to help—even though, all too 
often, his plans go singularly awry. To 
the accompaniment of pungently worded 
softrock ballads by Alan Price, McDow- 
ell wanders through a series of predica- 
ments that ultimately embrace every 
stratum of modern society as viewed gen- 
‘ally, but not at all ingenuously, by the 
director, There is corruption in big busi- 
ness, the police, the sciences, the army. 
Even the poor, so often sentimentalized 
in films of this sort, are pictured as mean, 
grasping and unfeeling. It is an extraor- 
ary film—funny without losing 
of its underlying seriousness, serious with- 
out ever forgetting its sense of humor 
There is also one marvelously sordid bit 
of crotica: a sex act in а seedy night club 
perlormed while the distracted. young 
salesman transacts a shady business deal. 
In assessing its artistic and social im 
portance, one British critic described O 
Lucky Man! as “a watershed film.” 
Viewed historically, it may also prove to 
be a watershed of another sort. Tod 
film makers—the best of them, at least— 
new maturity, a new 
pose, a new profundity 
as they view the world around them 
through their increasingly sophisticated 
has only to think of such dis- 


5 


Cries and Whispers, with its lost and love- 
less sisters recalling their pasts as they 
wait for one to die; or Francois Truffaut's 
jelly but jolting Such a Gorgeous Kid 
Like Me, a black comedy about a girl who 
makes it to the top by doing in most of 
her male admirers; or the sheer intelli- 
gence of Eric Rohmers Chloë in the Aft- 
ernoon, in which a married man can 
imagine that his admiration of other 
women is merely the extension of his love 
for his wife—until forced, by a young girl, 
to choose between her and his wife. This 
me the wife wins. Then one thinks of 
such films as Garnal Knowledge, Paper 
Moon or even Shaft in Africa coming 
under attack immediately after the Su 
preme Court's decisions. At this point in 
time, as they like to say at the Wate 
hearings, O Lucky Man! could, 
a watershed film—with the water flowing 
downhill all the way. To quote the tele- 
vision news commentators: “The situ 
tion will probably get worse before it gets 
better.” On balance, 1973 may have pro- 
duced a bumper crop of films, but it was 
hardly a good vintage year. 
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NIGET SURGEON (continued from page 114) 


Chambers considered, 
Jetters— a 
“Perfect,” Isaid. 


"Complaint. 


Twilight drifted through midtown 
like a cloud of poison gas, blurring the 


colors of the billboards, neon signs, gar- 
goyles, copper cornices. Cars clotted the 
streets, buses stalled, trains backed up 
one after another on their sooty tunnel- 
ing t vith much confusion, 
the office emptied. Girls babbled as they 
punched their cards in the time dock and 
crowded together into sagging clevators; 
men seuled hats on their heads, buttoned 
their overcoats to their necks, hefted their 
briefcases and strode away to their homes 
as if in pursuit of a fleeing enemy. Before 
night fell, with its stars and its sleep, 
there was only Norman, an unknowing 
Norman preparing to spend another eve- 
g on his cot behind the desk in this, 


his fourth office, and, in the ollice next 
door, a whispei 


Henry, a young photographer from the 


art department. We watched Norman's 
movements through one-way glass in- 
stalled at considerable expense. The pho- 
tographer's three cam ere poised on 
tripods facing, respectively, Norman's 
cot, the window in Noi office and 
the door leading out to the corridor. My 
secretary had tape recorder plugged in 
and note pads open and ready. Rath- 
bone sat before an array of instruments, 
loaded hypodermics, plasma bottles, ster- 
Пе gauze, adhesive tape. I held a pistol 
in my lap. 

"What's he doing now?" whispered my 
secretary. 

“Looking out the 
Henry. He clicked the nearly noiseless 


“Tom, I gotta take a leak. Are there any women’s libbers 
in the men’s john?” 


shutter of the camera trained on Nor- 
man’s window. 

lore soup remains" announced 
Rathbone, holding up the pan of broth 
we had cooked on a hot plate and shared. 
for our supper. 

“Throw it away," my secretary said. 

“The next time we stay up all night, 
welll order out,” I promised. 

Minutes passed. 

Flattered to be a part of our surveil- 
lance effort, Henry was full of theories. 
“TH bet there's a ratio 
this,” he said. 

No onc bothered to answer him. 

“TI bet,” he continued, “it's some kind 
of an experiment. Some kind of medi 
experiment. Lots of doctors don't have 
any scruples at all.” He glanced at Rath- 
boi No offense meant,” he added. 
“None taken," mumbled Rathbone. 
“TH bet it’s a student,” Henry went on. 
Chose medical students are real ghouls.” 
“Henry, please,” I said. 

“It's sure onc hell of a way to practice 
medicine,” said Henry. 
putes 


explanation for 


vhispered my 
secretary. 

“Just sitting down on his cot. He looks 
like hes thini 

“Reliving his past,” Rathbone correct- 
ed. “All latest tests indicate inordinate 
preoccupation with past events.” 

Henry tipped his shutter on Norman 
тем 
he 
from another planet, sec, and suppose he 
wants to find out how we work. 

Again, no one bothered to answer him. 
"So he cuts up Norman,” Henry said. 


?" said Henry. "Norma 
good physical condition. He takes care of 
his body. With hi inciple. 


ame һ the office who'd 
make a better specimen,” challenged 
Henry. 

"Henry, please," I said. 

“Allright, here's another one. A doctor 
in the future needs or 
see, and he figures out how to g 
time and take what he wants from people 
alive now.” 

"A doctor in the future has 
Norman’s appendix?” Rathbone 

“How do I know what a doctor in the 
future might nce 

“Why only Norma: 
retary 

“Who said it was only Norman?” 

"Henry, you're making me nervous," I 
said, the pistol in my lap. 

“What's he doing now?" asked my 
secretary 
Te looks sleepy," Henry answered, 
and he took a photograph of Norman 
sleepy. "ОГ couse,” said Henry, “it could 


someone 


asked my sec 


ry 
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“I know, Charlene, darling—why don't we slip off the dress 
and show nice Mr. Wolfschnitz the lillies?” 


all be some kind of practical joke.” 
My secretary dropped her pencil. Rath- 
bone choked on a swallow of cold soup. 
“Hey,” Henry said brightly, “did any- 
body ever consider the possibility that 
this guy we're trying to catch might be 
ble?” 
Henry, shut up!” 
“Shh!” my secretary warned me. 
Minutes passed. 
"Let's run through the plan again.” I 
suggested. 
“Not again, please,” sighed Rathbone. 
“Just one more time. We have to move 
quickly. Now, if something happens, any- 
thing at all, I head for the corridor with 
this.” I waved the pistol self-consciously. 
“When I have the door to Norman's office 
covered, Rathbone, you follow with your 
hypodermic and fingerprinting р 
“I'll activate the tape recorder 
multancously take down details 
hand,” said my secretary. 
nd I'll be ready,” said Henry, hold- 
ing up three remote shutter cables ending 
in rubber squeeze bulbs. 
‘Don't forget the floodlight 
minded him. 
The floodlights, of course,” Henry 


I re- 


mind, you people, that this 
business could be dangerous. We have no 
idea what we're going to run up against” 

Rathbone yawned. 

Norman's mouth opened in a soundless 
yawn at the same time. Sleepy he may 
have been, but he did not lie back and 
turn out the lights. Instead, he rose and 
walked over to the correr of his office 
where the suit of armor hung on its iron 
rack. Wearily, expert from much practice, 


he dismantled the metal sections of the 
suit and began strapping them onto his 
body. Rathbone, Henry, my secretary and 


Lall watched in amazement. Norman fum- 
bled briefly with the helmet visor be- 
fore settling the helmet in place, patting 
the stiff limb joints of the suit and wad- 
dling back to his cot. Ready for bed, he 
lay down. The clank of the armor was 
faintly audible through the intervening 
wall. 

Well, can you beat that?” I said. 

Norman's office went dark. I f 
for the infrared lamp and goggles. 

"Whars he doing?" whispered my sec- 
retary urgently. 

In the weird monochromatic light of 
the infrared equipment, Norman un- 
folded a rough wool blanket and pulled 
over his armored legs. Several times 
he thrashed to get comfortable. Then he 
lay still, his back to me. 

Going to sleep,” I said. 

“This is really exciting,” said H 
The next time he said it, how 
igued and resigned. 

The third time he said it, sarcism hung 
in his tone. 


bled 


“So you take a turn,” I said, hand 
him the goggles. 

Rathbone and my secretary were bath 
asleep. I let them doze until the first shad- 
ows of dawn shaped the smooth dark- 
ness outside into silhoucttes of midtown 
towers like tall tombstones crowded to- 
gether, then woke them up. “Be espe- 
cially alert," I told everyone. “Now's the 
time it will probably happen. Don't let 
down your guard for an instant.” 

We were especially alert; our guard 
never wavered; nevertheless, time passed 
quickly, and when I heard the first of the 
telephone receptionists arriving in the 
outer offices, I stretched my stiff legs and 
arms and went in to knock on Norman's 
door, inform him of our night vigil on his 
behalf and offer him an expense-account 
breakfast downstairs in the best of the 
building's restaurants. 

Within the unopened armor lay Nor- 
man on his canvas cot, pale and weak 
Along his side and across his chest and 
shoulder, 1 found the long deep healing 
wounds of open-heart surgery. 


в 


The screaming went оп for an hour be- 
fore I summoned Rathbone. 

"The fear is upon hi 
explained. 

Screams and shrieks 
the corridors. 

"Can't you do anything?" I asked him. 

"It's the fear,” said Rathbone, shrug- 
ging. 
1 don't care what itis, get in there and 
do something about that racket!" I shou 
ed. "Ti n olfice! There's work to be 
done!" 

I heard 


," Rathbone 


reverberated down 


is is 


Rathbone enter Norman's 


room; the screams surged as his door 


was opened, then ebbed again as it was 
dosed. Rathbone's voice rose to threats; 
Norman's screams rose higher. Rath- 
bonc back and told me he could 
do nothing short of knocking Norman 

nconscious with drugs. I recoiled at this 
remedy and sent the office staff home for 
the day instead. Gratefully, haggard from 
the stress of listening to Norman, every- 
one left. 

‘The following morning, even I was re- 
luctant to return to the office. Nervous, I 
rode the empty elevator to my floor; cau- 
tious, 1 turned my key in the outer-hall 
lock; apprehensive, I pushed open the 
door. No sound came from the offices 
beyond. Norman's voice was silent. 

He's dead, I thought. 

‘The others, who had waited by the ele- 
ors until 1 came to unlock the door, 
now trailed me inside and down the cor- 
ridor to. Norman's room. We gathered 
there, none of us wanting to be the first 
to enter, 

“You go in." I told my secretary. 

"Not on your life,” she answered ba 
“You're the boss, you go in. 


The others remained motionless and 1 
had no choice but to open the door. 

Norman sat at his desk, work piled 

h around him. 

"Hi," he said. He frowned as he saw the 
people behind What's this all 
about?" 

"We wondered if you were here,” I said 
foolishly. 

“Ме? Of course, I'm just getting some 
of this old correspondence filed." Nor- 
man bent again to the papers. 

“Do you feel all right?” I asked, ap- 
proaching his desk. 

“I feel fine. Still a few pains in the 
chest, but they'll go away.” Norman 
smiled benignly. 

I came closer. "You 
ricd — yesterday," I said. 

“I did? About what?” 

I leaned across his desk. There, just 
below the hairline, a fresh lobotomy scar 
ked across his scalp. 

“Nothing,” I answered. “Glad to see 
you on the job so early.” I turned to the 
employees in the doorway. “I'll be glad to 
see everyone on the job," I said. They 
scattered. 


me. 


seemed—wor- 


Norman's wife helped him move his 
things, what little there were, out of his 
desk and into the drawers of a new wal- 
nut bureau bought to celebrate his home- 
coming. Norman’s daughter, restless after 
ting the glamorous day-to-day life of a 
broken home, lingered a week with her 
newly docile father and then ran off to 
wander the world while she w: 
young. Norman I shifted back to h 
inal duties in payroll. Chambers I told to 
devise some new use for the vacated corre- 
spondent’s office with its carefully in- 
stalled one-way glass observation pancl. 
Rathbone I asked to advise me con- 
cerning the dream that was troubling my 
sleep. In this dream, we were keeping 
our long in the room next to Nor- 
man’s, and I had the infrared goggles 
over my eyes, and Rathbone and Henry 
«| my secretary were asleep, and 1 saw 
through the darkness the night surgeon 
come. short legs rolling swiftly on oiled 
bearings, thin arms folded and flexed by 


wires and pulleys, torso a deep hollow 
barrel of bronze clockwork wheels and 


тес 
scalpel swinging forward and downward 
and each time just beginning iis incision 
when I would wake up in pure panic, fin- 
gers at my eyes to tear off the goggles I no 
ger wore, mind not even certain whose 
skin was about to be slit. 

Norman's suit of armor he left behind. 
forgotten in the room with the canvas cot 
and the one-way glass. I let it remain 
where it was, memento mort, 
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Ignoble Nobel 


(continued from page 163) 
and the skittish, are rarely good judges 
of contemporary literature, A man who 
has dedicated his life to cxai 
greatness of Goethe, Milton or Racine 
turns with relief to the second-rate. Once 
he is outside the temple, he can relax with 
a detective story—or award prizes to Pearl 
Buck and Sinclair Lewis. Very often, when. 
it comes to making a choice. he is putty in 
the hands of flattering lobbyists. 

National pride in favorite sons has al- 
ways played a part in the Nobel selec- 
tions. During the first 22 years of the 
prize, the Swedish Academy compiled a 
record that is comical where it isn't scan- 
dalous. Even with all the small-beer 
Germans and Scandinavians chosen, there 
was some powerful competition from the 
French, who, for two centuries, have been 
the most persistent and best organized 
cultural bureaucrats in the world, with 
little interest in any literature other than 
their own. The British and Americans, 
being children in the international cul- 
ture game, have always had only middling 
success and, moreover, have been forced 
to endure such embarrassments as John 
Galsworthy and Sinclair Lewis. 

The unfortunate Spaniards, who pro- 
duced a remarkable generati 
after the Cuban w were stuck with 
Echegaray in 1904, while Unamuno and 
Omega y Gasset were ignored. Lorca 


never had a chance, but, after 52 years, 
Spain had another laureate in the ex- 
quisite but minor symbolist Juan Ramón. 
Jiménez—a choice the Franco govem- 
ment no doubt regarded as harmless. 

Now everybody has had his turn and 
the Finns, the Icelanders, the Japanese, 
Chileans and Yugoslavs have been hon- 
огей in the sort of wibute to chauvinism 
seen in the Olympic games, where every 
nation will eventually a gold—if 
only for stamp collecting or checkers. 

is what the folly of looking for 
“world giants" leads to. It makes the 
Swedish Academy ask the annual ques- 
tions: Whose turn? Will this choice be 
politically useful or flattering? What is 
the current trend? It also makes for hasty 
We've missed out on Tol- 
stoy, Chekhov and Gorky, so let's make 
it up with Pasternak (1958). Well. that 
turned out to be an error and Khru- 
shchev furious. so let's mollify them 
with Sholokhov (1965). 

It is, certainly, no crime to be a forgot- 
ten writer (you may be born again) or an 
honorable second-rate writer or a writer 
hicvcd fame through a gencr- 


who has a 


ous mistake (as Steinbeck did for The 
Grapes of Wrath), and perhaps it is not 
even petty larceny to charge $79.60 for a 
package of certified “world giants.” Most 
of the readers who buy that fine expanse 


of gold-stamped binding will feel almost 
as if they haye won the prize themselves. 


“John and I can’t swap with you and Pete tonight. We 
promised Al and Margaret we'd swap with them.” 
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(continued from page 70) 
sensuous mood. She pulled me into her 
bedroom, where we made an unsuccessful 
attempt at intercourse. Once it was clear 
that Т was not going to get an erection, 
she declared that I was prudish. We made 
a couple of more tries at lovemaking, but 
her attitude toward me was so obviously 
critical that I found it impossible to get 
into a good mood for sex. A few wecks 
later, I did get a partial erection, enough 
to allow us to have intercourse. But final- 
ly I had enough of this girl's condescend- 
ing, arrogant attitude and I told her 
where to get off. 

Fortunately, I'd had intercourse suc- 
cessfully several times before. so I wasn't 
completely crushed. But the loss of 
potency upset me enough to cause me to 
become a heavy smoker and to start sce- 
ing a psychotherapist. In therapy, I real- 
ved that a penis is not a mechanism that 
will become erect just because its pos- 
sessor thinks it should. People say that 
impotence is on the rise in the U. 
I wouldn't call cases such as mine im- 
potence. Rather, I'd describe it as my 
emotions vetoing my intellect: I thought 


I wanted to go to bed with this girl, but 
my emotions did not go along with the 
act. Fundamentally, I have to like the 


person 1 go to bed with. It seems sid, but 
it is a mark of how sexually screwed up 
this culture is, that the idea of liking the 
people you have sex with should come to 
me as a revelation. 

me withheld by request) 


(N 
Atlanta, Georgia 


THE LONG AND SHORT OF IT 
I am a 28-year-old nurse, and nurses 
probably sce more penises than do amy 
other group of women except prostitutes. 
For many of us, just the sight of a large 
penis is a turn-on. Of course, in our work 
we rarely sce an erect peni 
with a large flaccid penis has a head start 
toward satisfying his sex partner if she is 
as Lam, aroused by the sight of 
(Name withheld by requ 
New York, New York 


I want to reinforce the August Playboy 
Forum letters debunking the penis-si 
myth by recounting my own experience 
For 21 months, I was married to a man 
who was built—and hung—like a Greek 
god. At first I thought 1 was lucky and 
was sure that I'd be well taken care of sex 
ually, but was I ever wrong! My husband 
felt tha n honor for me to be on 
the receiving end of his oversized tool; 
never once did he consider w 
which was pain on our wedding night 
and little or nothing thereafter. 1 never 
had an orgasm during the time we were 
married. 

Then I got involved with 
whom I worked. He had only 
sized penis, but he knew how to use 


it was 


n average- 


it to 


satisfy me and to make me feel like a 
woman. I was overjoyed when he asked 
me to get a divorce and marry him. When 
I told my husband that I wanted a di- 
vorce, he thought I was crazy and to'd me 
I'd never realize how lucky 1 was until I 
“balled some small stuff." Little did he 
now 
A man with a small- or averagesized 
organ who knows how to use it is far 
superior to some welllung idiot who 
couldn't do a decent job of screwing if 
his life depended on it. All a man has to 
do is put forth a little effort and care 
about the woman he's with. The size of 
his equipment is irrelevant. 

(Name withheld by request) 

Des Moines, lowa 


SEX ANONYMOUS 

1 can't recall many Playboy Forum cor- 
respondents who have been willing to 
admit that they engage in unconven- 
1 sex practices and also have been 
ag to sign their names to their letters. 
This makes me wonder if they have the 
courage of their convictions, or if they 
know what they are doing is morally 
wrong and are therefore ashamed to iden- 
tify themselves. 


John Smith 
Chicago. Illinois 
Whenever possible, "The Playboy 
Forum" prefers to publish letters with the 
authors name signed, but there are sev- 


eral valid reasons for requesting anonym- 
йу. A person may wish to describe an 
experience that contributes to a. discus- 
sion of sexual behavior without sacrificing 
his own privacy or that of others. Or he 
may be admitting to some act that. hap- 
pens to be а crime under state or local 
laws. Finally, he may live in one of those 
medieval communities, inhabited largely 
by wowser brigades, beaver patrols and 
other inflamed antisexual neurotics, 
where discretion about one's activities or 
opinions may be essential to survival. 
John Smith? 


SLIP OF THE PEN 
Im sure your readers will be in 
to know that 1 can only achiev 
gratification if my partner is a qua 
amputee, I am bound and gagged, both 
of us are receiving an enema and— 
Oops! I got a little confused. I thought 
I was writing to Penthouse. 
Andrew J. Saam 
Cape Kennedy, Florida 


FEMALE RAPISTS 

The July Forum Newsfront contains 
an item about two teenage girls “арра 
ently the first women in U.S. history to 
be convicted of rape.” As unusual as it 
may sound, women can be convicted of 
rape if they aid another person in com- 
miting a rape. The possibility of con- 
victing a woman for rape is part of the 


common law of England. 
Hyde East wrote in a volume on English 
law published in 1806, "All who are 
prcsent and assist a man to commit a rape 
may be i principals in the sec 
ond degree, as Soul anf SUID И 
California alone, there are several report- 
ed appellate cases upholding rape con- 
tions in which the defendants were 


Sir Edward 


Herman D. Roth 
Davis, California 


VICTIM AS CRIMINAL 
PLAYBOY has written a great deal about 
the absurdity of crimes without victims 
(homosexuality. prostitution, drugs, por- 
hography, gambling), and I certainly 
agree that it is inane to define 
crimes when nobody is hurt by them. But 
how about the crime in which a victim ac- 
tually exists, but is paradoxically treated 
as the criminal? I refer, of course, to rape. 
As everybody ought to know by now, 
there is one rape about every two minutes 
in the United States, as contrasted with a 
few rapes per year in sexually liberalized 
nations like Sweden and Denmark. In the 
Washington, D.C., metropolitan area, for 
instance, statistics show that the number 
of rapes is increasing dramatically, even 
though, according to a study in Prince 
Georges County, Maryland, between 50 
and 90 percent are not reported at all. 
(continued on page 190) 


cts as 


brand) at such remarkable 


free, 805/543- 


Railroad Square, Box 5, 


It's true. 10,000 retail stereo shops swear we don't exist. 
They don't want to admit that the Warehouse Sound Co. 
offers music systems and single components (of every major 
wings. Our new Warchouse 
Sound Co. catalog features sixty pages of the best equip- 
ment, righteous prices, and much useful information. The 
people pictured above will be glad to answer your letter, 
phone call or request for a price quote on any equipment 
you may need. Write or call, we'll zip i! 
30. You'll be happy to know we DO exist. 


, San Luis Obispo, California 93406 


to you fast and J 


[| strect address 


per 


state 


Use 
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"ANNIE LEIBOVITZ / ROLLING STONE 


THE POINTER SISTERS scat’s got their tongue 


time during the past few months, 
you've probably iter Sisters, those four 
stunning black gi ind who go onstage attired in 
trippy finery—fake flowers, wide-brim ties dresses— 
and sing the hell out of just a iding their own 
wondrous touches—conversat ithout words, ensemble 
instrumental sounds—and nonstop 
er the stage, the more we move"). Their 


IF YOU'VE BEEN AWAKI 


appeal i 
June (ages 27 to 
both preachers : 


parents are 
p singing—in church 


gs they found in 
у. Later on, there were 
they could get out of background 


thrift shops or at the < 
some hurdles to clear befor 


singing—which they did for a lot of people—and start doing 
their own thing: They had to keep the faith when a major 
record company decided they weren't “commercial”; producer 


David Rul 


d to help them out when they got stranded 
her performer had to get sick for the 
ubador, a gig that really revved up 
reer. Needless to say, the girls appreciate what's been 
happening since. But behind their gaiety are some serious 


TV set to watch us on.” But when we caught them, the sisters 
had been rehearsing skits for а Flip Wilson show (that was à 
gas); their first LP, on Blue Thumb, was bopping its way up 
the charts; and they were working on material for the next one. 
So it’s a pretty safe bet that Momma will soon have a TV. As 
168 Anita says, “All this prayin' I'm doing just can't be in vain." 


HUNTER S. THOMPSON commando journalist 


YboDy Kxows that politicians lie, especially during cam- 
paigus, but Hunter S. Thompson, reporting for Rolling Stone 
(where his writing sometimes appears under the name Raoul 
Duke), is the only guy with the balls to fight fire with fire. 
“About 75 percent of Fear and Loathing: On the Campaign 
Trail [his book on the 1972 election] is true,” he admits with a 
shrug. As for the rest, he knows a good lie often leads 
to the truth a lot more quickly than the g item. A 
from introducing real fiction into journalism, Thompson has 
ne shown the real horror and a poli 
tive of Louisville, Kentuck an 13 years 
iter but wasn i il promi- 


E 


and wrote Hell's Angels alter riding, doping and figh 
them all over C: His method, known as Gonzo Jour- 
nalism (his term), involves participating in the story, filling hi 
notebooks with whatever comes up and printing all of it with. 
few if any changes. It produces а very cranked-up style and he 
stays well cranked in order to maintain the pace: Gua 

Dos Equis and MDA are the staples of his diet. Carr 
high-octane load, Thompson’ 
drive to surround and terroriz 
edly with brilliant, vicious reporting, even if he has to create 
is himself. Like running for sheriff in Asp 
k Power and “we would've won if 
n’ poster"—a widely circulated picture of a 
brightred fist with two thumbs clutching a peyote button. Не 
is now preparing to run for the U.S. Senate. Whatever the 
outcome, his campaign will have style, for Thompson at 35 
has become infamous as the last grandee of the expense 
account, renting the wildest, fastest cars and the fanciest 
tes wherever he goes. "After all,” he says, "you can't go look- 
ing for the American dream in 2 goddamned Volkswagen.” 


ng with 


CHARLES W. BUSH. 


ANT 


LES ASPIN defensive specialist 


GUERRI 


LA WAKFAKE is the best method I've found for dealing 
with them.” That's not a statement from some Pentagon expert 
lecturing Congress on the smart way to wage war in swamps. 
It's from a member of Congress who's discussing his technique 
for battling the maddening inefficiencies rooted in the way 
things work—or don't work—at the Pentagon. Since winning 
election in 1970, 35-year-old Les Aspin, a Wisconsin Democrat 
has quickly become Congress’ mest vocal Defense Department 
critic. And he should know; he used to work there. After com- 
pleting his Ph.D. in economics at MIT, Aspin took a job with 
the Office of Systems Analysis in Robert MeNamara's Pentagon 
leaving the job with the unarguable impression that 
mammoth place that makes an incredible number of mistakes. 

So he decided to do something about the waste he'd witnessed 
and ran for Congress. Once elected, he was appointed to the 
Armed Services Committee and commenced those "guerrilla 
wars,” his term for “publicly exposing wrongdoing and hoping 
to embarrass those responsible.” Recently, he revealed that Nix- 
on’s new chief of staff, General Haig, had delayed his reurement 
from active duty in order to draw an increased military pen- 
sion. “Haig was irate. I had three calls from him, but I never 
returned them. Fm not about to call those guys at the White 
House. You don't know what they're bugging and how they're 
going to splice the tape.” Aspin also has begun using a second 
strategy. “I've been tying to get action by rounding up votes 
on the floor of the House.” And it's worked: “They just voted 
for my amendment to place a ceiling on over-all Defense spend- 
ing, Its the fist time that’s happened since World War Two 
He hopes eventually to become the Armed Services Committee 
chairman, a good possibility, since those senior to him are 
considerably older than he. "Then," he muses. "I'll have real 
power. And that could be a lot of fun.” For him, maybe, but 
for the Defense Department, it promises to be no fun at all. 
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The reason that most rapes aren't re- 
ported. according to the Prince Georges 
County study, is that most women are 
more afraid of the police and their neigh- 
bors than they are of the rapists. Rape 
victims "arc treated at best as a picce of 
evidence and at worst as a criminal," ac- 
cording to councilwoman Gladys Spell- 
man, a sponsor of the study. The study 
found that most policemen yell at rape 
victims, treat most complaints as false, 
want to use lie detectors and generally re- 
ard the woman as the criminal in the 
case. The reactions of neighbors are often 
even more hostile and suspicious, if not 
ing and lascivious. 

Some charges made by women’s libera- 
tionists are un nt you: but the 
pe victims in this 
country is proof positive that something 
fit to be called “male chauvinism” really 
exists and is just as widespread and crucl 


Janet Dubows 
Washington, D.C. 


BEAST WITH TWO SIDES 
ight when they say 
t get as good jobs or make as 


women c 


much money as men. But when it comes 


to personal relations between the sexes. I 
find women’s lib to be pure bullshit. 
Here's why: Most men seem to want sex. 
most of the time. Women apparently are 
much more in control of their sexual de- 
sires, able to give or withhold as they see 
fit. This puts women in the driver’s seat 
socially and sexually, Men spend a great 
deal of time and energy trying to please 
women in order to obtain sexual 
The seducer m 
terful Svengali or. as Germaine Greer 
presented him in Seduction Is a Four 
Letter Word (ptaynoy, J 
rapist. But the wretched truth is that a 
successful seducer is more like a lap dog 
pleasing his mistress with clever trick: 

Feminists claim marriage is an institu 
tion that oppresses women, Odd, isn’t it, 
that from prehistoric times the objective 
of all men some of the time and some 
men all of the time has been to obtain 
sexual favors without having to get ma 
ried? A man who marries acquires the re- 
sponsibility of financially supporting a 
wife and children for the rest of his life, 
regardless of whether or not he stays n 
ried. The wife undertakes 
burdensome obligations. 

As for the economic advantages men 
supposedly enjoy, anyone who looks at 
the comparative life expectancies of 
and women will see the price men pay for 
them. Look again, ladies. at your male 
chauvinist pig. He's actually an admira- 
ble beast of burden. He isn't on your 
back; you're on his. 


Samuel New 
Chicago, Ш 


(continued from page 187) 


COLLEGE CROWD 
To my dismay, 1 noted that people 
who have attended college were singled 
out in opinion polls in the April special 
Forum report Mr. Nixon and the Media 
and in the same issue's Forum Newsfront 
item “Catholics and Contraception." 
These collegeconnected opinions sup- 
Boy's point of view, and the 
is that since college-educated 
ain pos it must. 


ist reporting. 

Keith Doty 

Broomall, Pen 

Many surveys put college students and 
college-educated people in а separate cat- 
egory, and we report it when that category 
(or any other) takes a position significant- 
ly different from other groups, But that's 
news, not elitism. Stalistically, it seems 
true that those who are college educated 
tend to be better informed than the aver- 
age, bul this may indicate only that such 
people are more inclined to go to college. 
We're not claiming that college-educated 
people have a monopoly on wisdom, in- 
telligence or good sense. 


SCIENCE FOR HEADS 
James E. Schutte's expo 
portedly proved that m 


nent that pur- 
juana is a 


dangerous drug (The Playboy Forum, 
August) relied on techniques that were 
archaic, to say the least. IUs hardly sur- 


prising when a rats brain—or a dog's, 
саг. or human’s—is removed, soaked in a 
Formalin solution, boiled for eight hours 
with Cannabis exuact and nitric acid, 
and beaten їп a blender, that "subse- 
quent microscopi ination showed 
unquestionable cell ction.” Т 

very skeptical of his results. and 
med that he is a part of the growing 
scientific com ii 


d B. Kaplan, Ph.D. 
rbor, Michigan 


Ft. Collins, Colorado 


was the last time 
1 his brain cells i 


James E. Schuue's letter has convinced. 
my friends and me that experimenting 
with marijuana is dangerous. It's much 
safer just to smoke it. 


Linda Pollick 
Auberry, California 


We put our friend Ernie through the 
me process that James E. Schutte put 
his rats’ brains through. After we put 


Ernie's brain back into his skull, he just 
wasn’t the same anymore. Schutte must be 
right. 


Doug Hampton 
Phoenix, Arizona 


I hope none of your readers missed the 
1t of James E. Schutte's let- 
ter in the August Playboy Forum. His let- 
ter was an excellent parody of the types 
of procedures and methodology evident 
in much drug-related research, Excesses 
of technique and/or zeal have been ap- 
parent in many studies 

One wonders what the true motives of 


some researchers really are. For example, 
the ЕРА cydamate ban a few years back 
was based on the ability of the artifidal 


sweetener to produce cancerous growths 
1 rats when injected in certain concen- 
tations. There was apparently not one 
red face among the FDA researchers 

other scientists noted that for a 
n to be endangered by cyclamates, 
he would have to consume the equiv- 
alent of several bathtubs full per year for 
several years. 

Of course, there are those who would 
argue 1 ny substance that is poten- 
tially harmful should be banned. But if 
thats to be the case, we would have to 
ban nearly everything. Peanut butter 
surely be noted as a. causal factor 

1 skin cancer if injected subcutancously, 
and water is hazardous to health if one 
attempts to drink a glassful through the 
nose. 

My point, and I th 
misapplied techn 

nterpreted 


nk Schutte's, 
iques and misl 
results can be 
“prove” virtually any substance to be 
dangerous. The real mystery pointed up 
so well by Schutte is why those involved 
in such research pretend to exercise ob- 
jectivity to further. essentially moralistic 
or other selfserving notions. Good drug 
search is desperately needed, It is im- 
perative that those who carry it out give 
more consideration to meaningful par- 
adigms and less to personal proclivities. 
Terry W. Gamble 
Fort Rucker, Alabama 
Irs surprising that anyone would in- 
terpret Schutte's letter as anything but a 
satirical put-on and put-down of certain 
Kinds of misleading marijuana research. 
But judging from the response, many 
people didn't find the Schutte “exp 
ment" all that farjetched —which tends to 
prove his point. 


OBSCENE HEALTH HAZARDS 

The day of judgment is at hand, O ye 
assassins and tools of Lucifer! Preaching 
your shameless gospel of lust and per- 
version, you have driven the cream of 
American youth to wanton fornication 
nd self-abuse. Your vicious campaign to 
glorify se swamped dermatologists’ 
offices with cases of green palm hair and 
severe acne; ylums are overrun 


our a 


MD 


as Determined 
is to Your Health. 


Warning: The Surgeon General Hi 
"According 10 the latest U.S. Government figures. That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerou 
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"Other than that, he's your complete football player." 


with the criminally insane; cancer of the 
penis is rising. 

Beware, peddlers of vile smut! We 
the medical profession 


are not taking 
ng down. Sd 
tific studies are now being conducted 
which beagles, trained to smoke your 
shredded magazines, are developing lung 
cancer. Concentrated solutions of your 
inks and dissolved papers are being in- 
jected into pregnant rats and are produc 
ing birth defeats. The Surgeon General 
will soon possess conclusive evidence that 
sex is hazardous to one's health; the de- 
mise of your wicked efforts must come 
soon thereafter. 

‘Timothy P. Oltersdorf, M.D, 

‘Tucson, Arizona 


VIRGINIANS, PAST AND PRESENT 

As a Virginian who has lived in New 
York City for nearly two decades, I'm al- 
ways jolted when the national news 
media cast their spotlights on my home 
soil. I've learned that Albemarle County, 

irginia, following the Supreme Court's 
ions that standards of prurience and 
offensiveness shall be determined sepa- 
rately by cach community, has banned 
PLAYBOY. 

I confess I don't really know what por- 


192 nography is. In New York, 1 have been 


able to buy publications and to sce films 
termed hard-core, so I subjectively define 
it as material about sex that makes the 
subject dull and often repulsive. Some 
-core pornography makes me react as 
I would to a detailed color film of open- 
heart surgery. 

PLAYBOY is not in that category. In its 
early days it was considered daring, but, 
with the advent of commercially avail- 
ble pornography, praywoy has become 
primarily a magazine to read. 

Albemarle is the county in which 
Thomas Jefferson was born, made his 
home and buried— Jefferson, whose 
lifelong fight was against "every form of 
tyranny over the mind of man.” I come 
om Albemarle County; my ancestors 
lived there in Jefferson's time and one of 
them knew him personally. This makes 
me especially sad that his county made 

ational news in such a questionable 
way. 


Charles W. Freeman 

New York, New York 

The spirit of Jefferson is not dead in 
Virginia. When the Albemarle County 
prosecutor asked a grand jury to set stand- 
ards for obscenity, they refused to act, 
thereby putting an end to the flurry of 
local magazine banning. Another grand 
jury convened in the town of Buena 


Vista, Virginia, reviewed magazines sub- 
mitted by local newsdealers—including 
rrAYBOY—and concluded that none of 
them „were obscene by contemporary 
community standards. 


THE COURT AND OBSCENITY 
Some say they see a ray of hope in the 
ons on obscenity, 
1 that a given community might take a 
Њега! stance on obscenity. It's doubtful 
that this will happen very often, though, 
because the fig-leafers are better organ- 
ized, especially at the grassroots level, 
than the {recdom-of-cxpression groups. 
There will always be some little old 1 
sewing cirde or conservative church or- 
ganization to exert pressure on local 
administrators. 


Supreme Court's deci 


Chief Justice Burger's opinions usc the 
Report of the Commission on Obscenity 
and Pornography in a way that's silly and 
basically dishonest. Nowhere docs Burger 
mention the fact that the majority of the 
commission's members, many of them 
qualified behavioral scientists, found no 
evidence of а causal connection between 
pornography and dangerous behavior. At 
the same time, he cites a dissenting report 
written by two know-nothing clergymen 
on the commission, Winfrey C. k and 
Morton A. Hill, to claim that “there is at 
Jeast an arguable correlation between ob- 
scene material and crime.” 

Galileo wouldn't have any better luck 
with Burger's Court than he did with the 
Inquisition. 


William Kyle 
Detroit, Michigan 


"The decisions on obscenity of the U. S. 
Supreme Court represent an expected 
counterreaction to the mercenary people 
who took undue advantage of the col- 
lapse of censorship and exploited а pre- 
carious situation with litle regard for 
the sensibilities of the general public. 

The decisions have corrected two seri- 
ous weaknesses in the former legal situa- 
tion. First, the assertion that even the 
slightest redeeming social value was a de- 
fensc against an obscenity conviction has 
been dropped and replaced by a more ra 
tional criterion; there now must be seri- 
ous value—that is, the redeeming value 
should be clearly evident. Second, the 
local definition of community standards 
is an improvement because: (1) there nev- 
cr was a single national standard, (2) it 
recognizes local variation in mores, (3) it 

analogous precedents such as local 
iquor-option laws and (4) it is more truly 
democrati 

Nevertheless, these decisions are an in- 
fringement on individual freedom and 

n attempt to legislate taste. It is another 
mple of the Government's claiming 
that the individual must be protected 


from himself, as if he were a young child 
or a mental incompetent. This is danger- 
ous because it could easily lead to more 
repressive laws. 

A large segment of the public obvious- 
ly wants explicit sexual material. Such 
material has not been shown to cause an- 
tisodal behavior nor mentalemotional 
difficulties. Therefore, explicit sexual 
material should be legally available to 
those adulis who want it; but there 
should be constraints on display and ad- 
vertising of such material, so that those 
who find it offensive be protected 
from unwanted exposure. 

Paul H. Gebhard, Director 
Institute for Sex Research, Inc. 
Bloomington, Indiana 


BUGGING THE BUGGERS 

In 1968, Congress passed a statute al- 
lowing Federal and state officials to tap 
and bug in order to obtain evidence of 
crimes. Almost all the experts who have 
analyzed the statute have found it to be 
too loose to be constitutional, but the 
preme Court hasn't yet ruled on й and 
the lower courts have upheld it. For the 
past five years, the Federal Government 
has been issuing annual statistics on 
courtauthorized wire tapping and bug- 
ging. With financial support from the 
Playboy Foundation, ] have been 
studying these reports, as well as data 
from other sources, to evaluate the costs 


and benefits of electronic eavesdropping. 

‘There are two kinds of electronic su 
veillance: that done under a court order, 
and that authorized solely by the Ацог- 
ney General, under powers said to be in- 
herent in the Presidency. In June 1972, 
the Supreme Court said that this later 
power did not extend to surveillance of 
domestic dissenters whom the Attorney 
General thought to be dangerous. 

"The statistics for the court-ordered va- 
riety of tapping and bugging are very 

з sharp contrast to the scar- 
nformation about the national- 
variety. Court-authorized taps, 
both Federal and state, were primarily 
used to obtain evidence on gambling and 
drug traffic. Taps were not used in any 
homicide or espionage case and in only 
p case, in which the tap turned 
up nothing. 

National-security taps are not as nu- 
merous as court-ordered surveillances, but 
they I te that national- 
security surveillances may overhear 
500.000 to 1,500,000 conversations a year- 

Study of convictions at both the Fed- 
eral and state levels shows that court- 
authorized wire tapping rarely produces 
usable evidence. And most convictions 
are for gambling or drug trafficking, not 
for what one prosecutor called "real 


crimes.” As to the value of national- 
security wire tapping, former Attorney 
General Ramsey Clark has stated that if 


all such surveillances were shut off, “the 
impact on our national security . .. would 
be absolutely zero.” The average Federal 
tap costs about $10,000, and that doesn't 
include the large expenditure of time on 
the part of lawyers and judges who have 
to prepare and process the applicati 
The picture is now becoming cl 
many promises and claims. 
d bugging are of almost 
y accomplishments have 

ns of dollars have 
гасу of countless 
numbers of our people has been invaded 
Copies of my complete 103-page study. 
with supporting statistics, A Report on 
the Costs and Benefits of Electronic Sur 
veillance—1972, can be purchased from 
the American Civil Liberties Union, 22 
East 40th Street, New York, New York 
10016, at three dollars per copy 

Herman Schwartz 

Professor of Law 

State University of New York 

Buffalo, New York 


“The Playboy Forum" offers the 
opportunity for an extended dialog be. 
tween readers and editors of this pub- 
lication on subjects and issues related to 
"The Playboy Philosophy.” Address all 
correspondence to The Playboy Forum, 
Playboy Building, 919 North Michi 
gan Avenue, Chicago, Illinois 60611 


This little Pocket can stop 
a backhand, a sidestroke, leaps, 


bounds, even a gallop. 


ES Gt SSI сечі 


The Kodak pocket Instamatic 40 camera has a lot of stopping power. 
In bright sunlight. its electronic shutter takes big, sharp pictures or brilliant 
colorslides ata fast 1/225 of a second. 

The Pocket 40 sports an f/8, 3-element lens that focuses as close as 
three feet. It even has automatic CdS electric-eye exposure control. 

The Pocket 40 will cost you less than $68. And there are five other 


Pockets to pick from, starting at less than $23. 
Prices subject to change without notice. 
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They put a rotary engine in a car. 
We But acam Shaft in aturntable. 


Forthe samereason. 


The reason? To make it quieter, smoother, 


more reliable. 


The basic record changer mechanism—like the automobile's 
piston engine—has been a fairly reliable device that has served 
with some success for many years. But the very action of 


the engine—or the changer—produces constant 


vibration and strong, sudden movements 
that can ultimately wear it out. 


Now we have alternatives. For 
cars, the Wankel rotary engine. 
And for record players, the se- 
quential cam shaft drive mech- 
anism used in BSR's finest 
automatic tumtables. 


Its even rotating motion programs the 
complex automatic functions of the BSR 710 


and 810 smoothly and without noisy and poten- 
tially harmful quick starts and stops, without slam- 
ming melal against metal. And because the cam gears are 
mounted on a carefully machined central shaft, they are all 


but impossible to put out of alignment by rough handling 


or constant use. 


The result: consistent care-free performance, and good 
music. With the BSR 710/X and 810/X Transcription Series 


Total Turntables. 


BLAVECT, NEN YORK 10913 


Contraceptive scientists introduce a 
dramatic new shape. 


> ae 


Now from our research laboratories 
comes a distinctive—and effective—new 
shape in male contraceptives. Called 
NuForm* Sensi-Shape., it's scientifically 
designed for added freedom of move- 
ment inside the contraceptive....to pro- 


vide better. more natural sensation for 
both partners, You'll see the difference 
in NuForms flared shape and soft tint. 
And you'll both feel the difference. Your 
choice of lubricated or non-lubricated. 
Available only in drugstores. 
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(continued from page 146) 
noticing the blank looks, he would patro- 
nizingly translate into Italian or English. 

A tall, ascetic, majestic man—^He 
looked just like a banker,” said Mafia 
informer Joe Valachi decades later— 
Maranzano was a natural 
to Joe the Boss. In his na 
became an important mafioso after aban- 
doning his relig 
undisguised ambitions earned him the 
animosity of older mafiosi, and when sev- 
cral of his depredations made him also 
the object of police scrutiny, he decided to 
seck a cooler climate. At the end of World 
War One, he emigrated to the United 
States and almost immediately established 
his own faction of the honored society. His 
selconfidence and commanding mien, 
his polished manners, his obvious learn- 
ing and intelligence and his undisguised 
amorality, unscrupulousness and vicious- 
ness all combined to win him a devoted 
following in the Mafia. He moved in on 
bootlegging. protection, the Italia 


so doing, cut himself a slice 
s realm. And he organized a 
ve immigration racket that brought 
him the subservience of a good part of the 
community: He arranged both legal and 
illegal emigration from Italy, for which 
he received not merely a high fee but also 
usurious interest rates impossible ever 
to pay. These debts he held over those 
who had come to him, exacting th 
loyalty and obedience under the threat of 
violence or deportation. Maranzano was, 
perhaps, the prototype of the American 
Mafia don, giving and taking, gencrous 
and penurious, benevolent and cruel. 
Between Masseria and Maranzano there 
i i nd enmity. 
h aspired to the supreme rule, capo di 


American Mafia. Masseria was the claim- 
ant and Maranzano the pretender. Their 
personalities clashed so directly that no 

ntente between them was ever possible, 
anziano looked down on Joe the Boss 
an uncouth, ignorant peasant. Masseria. 
considered Maranzano a posturing, pomp- 
ous jackal and, at least initially, no more 
of a threat than any other challenger. 

Maranzano waited patiently and plot- 
ted coolly and secretly, certain that. Mas- 
seria’s own arrogance and greed would 
work to his advanta At his peak in 
1928 and 1929, Masseria had the strength 
and the well-armed troops, nearly 1000 of 
them; and through his own payofls and 
contacts he was politically well protected. 
And Masseria had more: Because of 
strength and his success, he was the a 
knowledged favorite of the other ruling 
Mafia capos around the country. Maran- 
zano, n out 
law in the underworld, with a small army 
and little political influence. 

There was no shortage of recruits for 


з his only challenger, was 


THE RONRICO 
WINTERIZING 
DIGEST 


An exhaustive guide to getting ready. 
Everything from draining the lawn mower 
to filling the wassail bowl. 


First and foremost, you've 
got to have a list. Listless is 
no word for what you'll be 
without it. Next, you need 
help. But first things first. 


"The Unforgettables 

Window washing. The days 
are getting short. It'd be nice 
to be able to see what's left 
of them. 


Visit the dump. And this 
time don't let the kids bring 
back as much as you took 
over. 

Step Two: Help. 

Now it's time to depend on 
the blindness of strangers. 
You need a ruse. A Party is 
called for. 

The point is everybody's 


Check snow ti The rear 
ones are the most important. 

Go over kids’ winter clothes. 
Separate the passalongs from 
the past repairs. 

Visit the dump. The scrap 
iron the kids have collected 
Over the summer would fill a 
modern art museum. 

Pull the spark plug on the 
lawn mower. You know, the 
little gismo the boys used аз a 
ray gun muzzle last year. 

Drain the lawn mower. 

Take boat out of water. 

Take water out of boat. 

Dismanile tree houses. 

Visit the dump. 

Wash the dog. Six winter 
months in the house with a 
dirty dog can take its toll. 

Store rakes, trowels and 
garden furniture in basement. 

Put in supply of nutmeg, 
ginger, cloves, cinnamon, eggs 
and a mixed case of Ronrico 
White and Gold Rum. 


got the same dirty problems 
this time of year. Why not 
pool them? Call your get- 
together anything you like— 
the more exotic the better. 


We have it on good au- 
thority that a Communal 
Plug-Pulling Party can be a 
very whimsical thing given a 
compatible lineup of plug 
pullers. 


Speaking of pooling re- 
sources, here's a little prize to 
reward them for their labors. 


Chinesc/ American Winter Dip 

1 cup mayonnaise 

1 cup sour cream 

1 tbsp. soy sauce 

2 tbsp. chopped water chestnuts 

2 cloves garlic, chopped fine 

Уз сир chopped green onions 

4 cup chopped parsley 

Ask your Dippees to bring the Dip- 
per of their choice: potato chips, 
zwieback, shrimp, Holland rusks, 
anything, 


If you don’t want to dip how] Nov. 30—Anniversary of 
English Speaking Union. 


about a dunk? A dunk 15 
practically the indoor sport. 
So have it outdoors. 

Any raw vegetable, crisp 
and cold, goes with a dunk. 
Dunk baby raw asparagus| 
tips or cucumber fingers, [7 
cherry tomatoes, zucchini, 
cauliflower or almost any-|f' 
thingelse you happen to have 
lying around. 
Say hello to. 


But what'sa party without 
good conversation? 

The art of good conversation 
isbasically a matterof words. 
Here are a few good words, 
or as some say bon mots, that 
youcan drop into keep things 
going no matter what you're 


talking about: 


machismo fait accompli 
charisma — Weltschmerz 
germane Szechuan 

= urbane rhetoric 


Herb Dunk 4 M 5 
Ирен ont crear See if you can't think of some 
1 tsp. salt other good words that will 


1 cup chopped spinach 

Ya cup each of chopped parsley, 
chi „апа dill 

1 clove garlic chopped fine 

Blend well and chill for 2 hours. 


fascinate and delight others 
in your gathering. By this 
time, your horde of eager 
guests will have you com- 
pletely battened down for 


Pop-goes-the- Was 


[оер feed ae um winter. 

2 bottles Ronrico 6 whole cloves i $ ind? 

While or Gold) JA tsp. mace Can Spring be far behind? 
Rum 6 whole allspice 

2 Ibs. sugar 1 tsp. cinnamon 

1 tsp. nutmeg 


Mix dry ingredients in % pint of 
ter, Add rum and simmer over 
a very slow fire. Beat egg yolks and 
whites separately and stir into the 
hot brew. Plop in a few baked 
apples if they're handy and you 
want to show off a bit, Lace with 
Ronrico 151 —the Power and the 
Glory behind those exotic island 
drinks—and stand back 


How to inventa holiday 


If you feel you need a better 

excuse than the Plug-Pulling 

Ploy for your work party, 

hold it in honor of something 

topical. All you need isa title 
to make it sound legit. 
"Take the possibilities in 

November alone. 

Nov. 3—Anniversary of the 
announcement of Murray 
Skurnik's engagement. 

Nov. 12—The day after what 

used to be Armistice Day. 

Nov. 16—Mother's Day at 
Brookhaven Zoo. 

Nov. 17- First mink-lined 
teacup appears. 

Nov. 25—Annual Murray 
Skurnik Tribute Dinner. 


Ronrico. 
The bright taste in rum. 
|Generol Wine & Spirits Co., NYC, BO proof. | 
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either army, however. With the advent of 
the fascist regime in Italy, scores of young 
mafiosi were scurrying to safety in the 
United States, driven from home by Mu: 
solini's ruthless campaign against the Si 


cilian Mafia. As the exiled mafiosi 
reached America, they became willing 
and eager soldiers in the ranks of both. 


Masseria and. Ma 
capos in other cities. 

What neither Joe the Boss nor Maran- 
zano understood, however, was that many 
of these younger Italians and Sicilian: 
particularly those who had grown up i 
America, had formed friendships and alli- 
ances with non-Italian gangsters during 
Prohibition and secretly despised the Ma- 
ба? aging leaders, who clung to the old 
country and the old ways. These “Mus- 
tache Petes,” who could not adapt to the 
new society, would have to be eliminated 
if the Italian underworld were to become 
a powerful and perhaps dominating force 
in American crime. The young were not 
yet strong enough to accomplish this 
themselves, but some began to anticipate 
that the Mustache Petes would eliminate 
one another, 

"That such a war was coming Maranza 


nzano, and of Mafia 


never doubted, so he prepared for it. 
In conversations with older mafiosi, he 
would constantly irage Joe the Boss, 
building with eloquence on his sins. And 
he sounded out any likely recruit for his 
army, with the only proviso that he be a 
ап, as the rules of the Mafia 
dictated (by late in the de 
the collapse of the Mafia’s cl 
Neapolitan-born Camorra, permitted re- 
cruitment among mainland Italians as 
well as Sicilians). He had no trouble 
winning the allegiance of a group of rc- 
cent arrivals from his home town of Cas- 
tellammare del Golfo. Among them were 
Joseph "Joe Bananas" 
rapidly in the Brooklyn org: 
and Stefano Mayaddino, becom 
of the most important mafiosi in Buffalo. 
Into his ranks, too, he pulled others 
enchanted with Masseria, men like Brook- 
lyn mobsters Giuseppe Magliocco and 
Joseph Profaci, who was already heading 
his own gang, and the Aiellos of Chicago, 
who by the end of the decade were throw- 
ing in $5000 a week to support the 
Maranzano cause. 

This was the nucleus of the pretending 
group, but it was by no means powerful 


“Look, whoever you are, if you want to be 
anonymous when you come here, il’s OK with me, but you'll 
have to be anonymous without that thing!” 


enough to take on Masseria. So Maranza- 
no continued his efforts to attract younger 
hoodlums who showed signs of independ- 
ence or rebellion. He made a particularly 
forceful effort to win over Lucky Luciano, 
who would bring in Frank Costello, with 
his intelligence, imagination and political 
connections, and Vito a tough 
and brutal young Neapolitan thug who 
was number one in Luciano's personalen- 
tourage. Bur all these efforts failed. Luci- 
ano politely declined Maranzano's repeat- 
ed prollers, as during these years he also 
declined Masseria’s. By late in 1927, he 
had become a major underworld force 
in his own right through bootlegging, 
loan-sharking, protection, gambling of 
all kinds and a host of other rackets that 
extended far outside the Little Italys 
dominated by Masseria, Maranzano and 
other older mafiosi. However. as the pres- 
sures on him from both Masseria and 
Maranzano intensified, Luciano began to 
feel that unless he merged with one or the 
other, he would be caught in the cross fire 
of the developing struggle. At that mo- 
ment, Joe the Boss was much the stronger 
and so the more likely victor in the com- 
ing war. At the same time, Luciano and 
friends reasoned, Masscria’s penchant 
for turning allies into enemies with his 
arrogance and greed would make him the 
more vulnerable to later overthrow than 
Maranzano. So Luciano threw in with 
Joe the Boss, to help him win the war 
and then topple him in a palace coup. 

At that moment, Masseria appeared in- 
vincible. He had his own army, he was 
backed by Mafia overlords around the 
county and now he had Luciano and his 
organization as well. 

But this seeming invincibility was an 
illusion. In his rise to the top, Masseria 
had lelt behind a lengthy list of enemies 
who, though not powerful by themselves, 
found mutual strength in joining the r 
ing Maranzano rebellion. Also, there were 
the seeds of rebellion іп Masscria's own 
organization. The young, like Luciano, 
were secretly working for his overthrow 
and their own ascensii And Masseria's 
own policies were turning even some of 
the older mafiosi against him. 

Hostilities commenced with 
sorties and skirmishes. Maranzano would 
hijack a Masseria liquor shipment and 
Masseria would retaliate in kind; a minor 
Masseria thug would be murd nd 
Giprocal action would be taken. It was a 
time of probing for weaknesses, of sporad- 
ic and inconclusive action and reaction. 

Then events outside the clannish ci 
de of the Mafia intervened, bri all- 
out war. In the fall of 1929, Wall Street 
crashed and the nation turned from an 
cra of unparallcled prosperity to deepen- 
ing depression. With. business, including 
bootlegging and the other underworld 
rackets, in a sudden and sharp contrac- 
tion, competition that might once have 
been ignored could no longer be tol- 
ted. Joe the Boss began to put pressure 


of 


ur new menthol 
is a lemon. 
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Because we added a dash of 
lemon freshness to new 
menthol TWIST, it tastes 
fresher than ordinary 
cigarettes and gives you a 
smoother cool. Try TWIST, 
the one and only lemon 
menthol. 
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Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined 
That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health. 
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“You're wearing blue panties, 


you have a mole two inches 


above your belly button, and I'd like an appointment.” 


on subordinates and allies for a bigger 
cut of their rackets, for a tighter account- 
ing. Such demands, to which some ac 
ceded and others resisted, only increased 
the bitterness he had already engendered. 

Greater income from his own organiza- 
tion was only one of Masseria's goals. He 
also determined to stamp out all competi- 
tors, particularly those like Maranzano, 
who had combined competition with 
threats. The first move took place far 
from New York. A native of Castellam- 
€ named Gaspare Milazzo had settled 
in Detroit, risen to Mafia capo and be- 


the M 
tracked him down and killed him. If the 
murder was supposed to be a threat, it 
served mercly to drive other Castellam- 
marese tighter into the Maranzano net- 
work. So Masseria responded by declaring, 
open season on any and all natives of that 
Sicilian town, ordering his gunmen to 
shoot them on sight. And, with the sup- 
port of many national Mafia dons, he 
issued a death warrant on Maranzano 
personally. 

Now outlawed and his life in jeopardy, 
the stillweaker Maranzano stepped up 
his attempts to court segments of Mas- 

ia's army and pull them into his own 
orbit. His initial target was Luciano, who 
had become Masse right hand as soon 
as he joined Joe the Boss's outfit and who 
more and more was becoming the most 
important figure next to Masseria in that 


198 group. Luciano's reputation and the awe 


he was inspiring among the underworkl's 

common soldiers were enhanced when, in 

mid-October of 1929, he became the only 

angster ever known to have returned 
ve from a one-way ride. 

In the early-morning hours of October 
17, a passing police car discovered Luci 

10, savagely beaten, slashed and bound, 
lying on the pavement of Hylan Boule- 
vard on Staten Island. He was taken to 
the hospital, where 55 stitches were needed 
to sew him up. When he emerged, with 
permanent scars and a sinister drooping 
eyclid whose muscles had been severed, 
he was viewed with considerable respect 
and fear. He had told the police only that 
he would not say who had beaten him, 
that "TI take care of this in my own 

: ustrated, the authorities charged 
him with grand larceny, for theft of a car. 
Luciano laughed and the charges were 
promptly dismissed, 

The rumors about the ride were 
many: that he had been waylaid and kid 
naped by some masked men who had 
beaten him and tossed him out of their car 
when he promised to pay them $10,000; 
that he had been picked up and kidnaped 
by a rival gang at the corner of 50th Street 
nd Broadway and then beaten as a warn 
g to stay away from their territory, and 
then dumped on Staten Island: that he 
had been seized by Maranzano's men at 
that Broadway corner and rescued at the 
Staten Island ferry by Meyer Lansky and 
Bugsy Siegel, who found him badly beaten 
d then drove him to Staten Island to 


create a mystery; that he had been beaten 
by Federal agents who found him on a 
Staten Island pier, waiting for a ship- 
ment of whiskey or narcotics; that he had 
been beaten by a policeman, the father of 
а girl he had gotten pregnant. Luciano 
himself refused to give a satisfactory ex- 
planation, permitting the rumors to grow 
and, with them, his reputation as "Lucky" 
Luciano. 

Though Luciano, in concert with his 
close friends Costello, Genovese, Lansky 
and others, had long been determined 
to dispose of both Maranzano and M. 
scria (preferably in that order) and take 
over himself, the Staten Island episode 
convinced him that the project was be- 
coming urgent. Events of the next weeks 
would also persuade him to reverse his 
prioriues and strike at Masseria first. 

For, if the bid to Luciano had failed, 

Maranzano was making progress else- 
where, particularly in his approaches to 
Gaetano Reina. An educated and cul- 
tured man, Reina had less in common 
personally with his ally Masseria than 
with his supposed enemy, Maranzano, 
with whom he occasionally dined and en- 
joyed long talks about books, music and 
other common interests. Moreover, Mas- 
"s demand for a bigger cut of Reina's 
rackets was becoming more insistent, so 
the course of conversations between Ma- 
zano and Reina began to take a differ- 
ent tack. Secretly, they agreed that Re 
would sever his ties with Joe the Boss and 
throw in with Maranzano. Such a move 
would start a flood of desertions from the 
Masseria cause and turn the battle to 
Maranzano. 
While the mcctings and the arr; 
ents were clandestine, word of them 
soon leaked out to other young rebels in 
the underworld. Word also got back to 
Masseria. Such treachery, combined with 
R 5 adamant resistance to the dictates 
of the leader, threw Joe the Boss into one 
5 uncontrollable rages. He ordered 
ry 26, 1930, just 
after eight in the evening, Reina left the 
home of a friend in the Bronx. Waiting 
for him on the sidewalk the Masseria 
killer, a shotgun in his arms. The assassin 
lled to Reina and, as the older man 
ned, his head was blown off. As beh 
ng a man of stature in the underworld, 
Reina had been shot from the front. 

Masseria moved quickly to exploit the 
dispatch of the traitor Reina and as- 
sumed full control of his org 
Without consulting Reina’s licutena 
he appointed one Joseph Pinzolo—a per- 
sonal lackey and an obese man whose 
appetite and gross behavior rivaled Mas- 
seria’s—as the new boss of the R 
Tom Gagliano, Dominick “The Gap” Pe- 
trilli and Tommy “Chree-Finger Brown 


tun 


Lucchese refused to accept this dictate. 


They resumed the secret negotiations with 
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Maranzano that Reina had begun and 
they plotted Pinzolo's overthrow. In Sep- 
tember, the moment arrived. Lucchese in- 
zolo to a meeting at his office, a 
le front called the California Dry 


on Broadw Кей into the of- 
fice but not out. A stretcher bearing his 
body with two bullets in it carried him to 
the morgue. Lucchese was indicted for 
the murder, but, not unexpectedly, the 
charges were dismissed. (According to 
Valachi, the real killer was a former prize 
ghter turned gunman 
antucci, who went under the n 
Bobby Doyle: Lucchese, Valachi sai 
not even present.) 

With Pinzolo gone, 

rol of the Reina gang, with Lucches 
Petrilli his chief aides. Then Gag! 
cretly and successfully concluded the ne- 
gotiations with Maranzano. Masseria, for 
the moment, was not aware of the treach- 
ery and desertions, though the younger 
members of the hi no, Cos- 
tello, Genovese and others—not only 
knew about it but had supported the 
moves as advantageous to their own long- 
term schemes. 

It was apparent to these younger mob- 
sters, and to some of the older ones as 
well, that the Castellammarese war, as it 
came to be called, would not end until at 


ast onc of the main antagonists was 
killed. Joe the Boss, apparently still confi- 
dent of his own invincibility, made few 
overt moves against Maranzano. In the fall 
of 1930, he managed to dry up one source 
of Maranzane's income by encouraging 
Chicago's Al Capone to rub out Joe Aiel- 
lo—which he did in the grand Chicago 
manner. One October evening, Aiello 
stepped outside his expensive West Side 


aparunent building and into the cross 
fre from two Thompson submachine 
guns and a sawed-off shotgun and died 


from 59 bullet wounds. But, for the most. 
part, Masseria seemed content to pick off 
isolated and lowerranking Castel 
marese, to hijack Maranzano trucks 
otherwise only nettle his rival. 
Maranzano, the balance now tipping 
toward him, was less restrained. An exs- 
pone gunman known only as Buster 
from Chicago had been imported to cut 


ecutioner, Pietro “The Clutching Ha 
Morello and other Masseria associates. 
Years later, Valachi would describe how 
Profaci, Doyle, Nick “TI 

Capuzzi and several other Ма 
zano gunmen rented an apartment in the 
Bronx directly across from that of Mas- 
seria underling Steve Ferrigno and lor 
several weeks lay in wait for the mob- 
ster. During that watch, they missed an 


“He’s tied up at the moment.” 


opportunity to get Masseria himself, when 
he showed up for a meeting, but on 
November 5, 1930, they nailed Ferrigno 
and Al Mineo when they emerged from 
the apartment; three shotgun blasts ended 
their carcers. 

There would be estimates later that 
more than 60 hoodlums were gunned 
down during the Castellammarese war, 
the casualties occurring not only in New 
York but also around the country, wherev- 
er supporters of Masseria and Maranzano 
met head on. By the early months of 1931, 
neither side had emerged victorious, but 
the bloodletting was bringing unwanted 
publicity and heat. In New York, Mas- 
seria's friends in the upper reaches of the 
police department called him in and or- 
dered him to put an end to the killings, 
or the department's cops would be turned 
loose. Joe the Boss complied to the extent 
of ordering most of his gunmen to shoot 
only when shot at, though he still had 
some top guns out looking for Maranzano. 

Maranzano, however, with a kingdom 
to win, would agree to no truce and kept 
his oops on the offensive. Other Mafia 
leaders around the country began to 
worry, became impatient for a conclusion 
to the baule. As Capone's indiscriminate 
bloodletting in Chicago had brought un- 
welcomed heat on the whole underworld, 
so the Castellammarese blood bath was 
bringing official reaction against the Hal- 
ian element. T he elder dons tried to me- 
diate. At a council just outside New York 
in the first months of 1931, they de- 
led an end to the battle. Masseria did 
not attend, sending word that he was al- 
ready trying to do just that and that his 
men were killing only in self-defens 
Maranzano, however, surrounded by body- 
guards, did show up, made an cloquent 
assault on Masseria as a disgrace to the 
Mal па a man who had committed ш 
counted crimes against everyone in the 
underworld. Then he demanded the revo- 
cation of the death sentence against him 
s replacemen h sentence 
st Masser The council agreed to 
the former but would not go so far as to 
order the death of one of its major rulers. 

The situation, inconclusive and ener- 
vating, was ideal for Luciano and the 
younger gangsters. Only someone close to 
Masseria, a Judas, would be able to kill 
and Luciano and his followers were 
position. They put their plan into 
on by striking a bargain with Ma- 
ranzano. Luciano would see to it that 
Masseria was killed; in return, Maran- 
zano would ensure that Luciano took 
over as leader of the Masseria organiza- 
tion, that no reprisals would be exacted 
against those who had fought the Cas- 

mmarese and that peace and coop- 
eration would be the rule the Ma 
thenceforth 

On April 15, 1931, 
ings work at M 
quarters on Second 


byad 


fter a hard morn- 
's fortress head- 
Avenue in Lower 
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Manhatt Luciano invited Joe the Boss 
10 lunch, suggesting that they take a lor 
leisurely drive out to Coney Isl 
dine at a favorite restaurant of the under- 
world, the Nuova Villa Tammaro, owned 
by a friend of gangsters. Gerardo Scarpato. 
A 
the main dining room and Masseria ate 
with his usual gluuony, gorging himself 
on antipasto, spaghetti with white clam 
sauce. lobster fra diavolo and cream-filled 
nd downing nearly a quart of 
nti and a pot of black Italian coffee. 
no, a modest diner, ate sparingly 
and sipped a glass of wine. By the time 
Masseria had finished his meal, the res- 
nt had emptied of the other diners. 
Luciano suggested а game of cards. Mas- 
а agreed, though he said they should 
play for only an hour or so and then get 
back to the olfice for more work. Scarpato 
brought them a new pinochle deck and 
then left the resi 


па and 


ble was set for them in the center of 


urant for a quiet after- 


noon stroll along the beach. 
For about 


ino and 
Masseria. played Just before 
3:30. Luciano excused himself, rose from 
the table and walked to the men’s room. 
He had hardly closed the door when the 
front door of the restaurant opened and 
into the room walked Genovese, Joe 

Albert Anastasia and one of Lu- 
no's oldest and closest friends in the 
nonltlian underworld, Bugsy Siegel 
They had come, according to the story. 
at the bidding of Lu 
outside the Nuova 
waited for a signal. When it came, they 
left their car and walked inside, leaving 


202 the motor running and Ciro Terranova 


behind the wheel, prepared for a quick 
getaway. 
Once inside the restaurant, the four 


pulled out revolvers and began shooting; 
more than 20 slugs ri 

room, ing a target i 
of Giuseppe Masseria. He slumped for- 
ward. face down on the suddenly blood- 
blecloth. his right hand 
the floor, dangling from it the 
ace of diamonds. As soon as they were 
certain Masseria was dead, the four 
raced out of the restaurant. But outside, 
shaken and suddenly fear-ridden Terra- 
nova was frozen at the whecl of the car. 
Siegel pushed him aside, got behind the 
wheel himself and drove rapidly back to 
Manhattan. 

When the echoes of the last shots and 
the flecing footsteps had passed, Luciano 
strolled out of the washroom, studied the 
nage in front of him and then tele- 
phoned the police. He waited for their ar- 
rival and explained to them that he had 
heard noises while in the toilet and “As 
soon as I finished drying my hands, I hur- 
ried out and walked back to sce what it 
was all about.” No, he said, he had not 
seen the killers and he had no idea why 
onc would want to harm Joc the Boss. 

Masseria's murder did not end the Cas- 
tellammarese war; it only provided an in- 
terlude of truce. The end could not come 
until Maranzano had gone the same way. 
But in the weeks and months after Joe 
the Boss had been given the waditional 
gala send off to the cemetery, M о 
moved quickly and decisively to establish 
his supremacy in the Mafia. He pro 
med himself capo di tutti capi, and 
the title was formally bestowed, though 
not without some reluctance, at а con: 


an 


t which more national 
Mafia rulers were absent than present. 
‘Then Maranzano held a formal coroi 
tion. There was a banquet in Brooklyn 
days. All mafiosi, leaders 
the New York area were 
invited to pay homage, and so, too, 
were mafiosi from around the country; 
thosc who couldn't attend sent substitutes. 
Maranzano, like the Caesar he had be- 
come, sat at the head table and to him 
ceremoniously came rade of g; 
overlords and underlords bearing gifts, 
envelopes stuffed with cosh. V 
would later claim that more than 5100.000 
was handed to N nzano that nigh 
others, higher in the honored society, 
would put the toral at closer to $1,000,000. 
Maranzano also gathered the members 
of the New York society in a Bronx meet- 
ng hall festooned with с 
pictures, icons and other 
bols. These were a cover in case some un- 
пуйка] guest should appear, but they also 
reflected Maranzano's very deep and real 
religious convictions: he had, after all, 
once studied for the priesthood. More 
than 500 mafiosi attended, On a platform 
tone end of the room sat. Maranzano, 
flanked by those who would be the 
princes in this new kingdom of the I 
ian underworld—Luciano, Gagliano, Pro- 
Vincent Mangano and Bonanno. 
n occasional 
lapse into Latin, Mara no informed 
the hoodlums ranked before him that the 
chaos and the warring were over. From 
that moment on, the underworld (by 
which he meant the I n. lian un- 
derworld, [or Maranzano gave little 
thought to any other segment) would be 
reorganized under his rule as capo di tutit 
capi. But, like the Caesar he imagined 
imself to be, he would thenceforth be 
above the battle; le would rule no sepa- 
ate gang but the whole thing. (From d 
eventual phrase V 


came the 


term acquired the status of a name proba- 
bly because the Federal Bureau of Inves- 
tigation and its director, J. Edgar Hoover, 
that cd 
me was a figment of the imagination of 
the Mafia did not 
exist. In order to get Hoover off the hook, 
a new name had to be created, hence Cosa 
ostra, though it bears about as much 
relevance to the org. 
^) Ma 
he would collect a share of ever 
ped by all the mobs; 
tell the leaders how I s 
it would be one befitting his sta 
supreme ruler. 
n underworld, Ma 
1, would now undergo mergers 
new alignments, out of which would 
come five New York * 
mism he coined to replace gangs or mobs. 
The families would control the world of 
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crime under his authority; they would 
have noncompeting jurisdictions, both in 
territories and in spheres of operation, 
nd cach member at the meeting would 
belong to one of the families, each of 
which would be led by one of the five 
men ranked alongside him. Under each 
of these leaders, or capos, there would he 
n underboss, and under him would be 
several lieutenants, called caporegimi 
(according to Valachi), in charge of Mafia 
soldiers. Each man in the chain would be 
responsible to the leader a step above, 
who would himsclf be responsible for the 
actions of those below him. Rigid disci- 
pline would be the rule; every man, from 
bosses to soldiers, would obey the orders 
promulgated by Maranzano or suffer pen- 
altics. in some cases death. As for internal 
regulations, no man must ever, on pain 
of death, talk about the organization or 
his own family, even to his wife; he must 
never lust after the wife of another mem- 
her: he must obey without question the 
orders of the leader above him: he must 
never strike another member, no matter 
the provocation. And Maranzano would 
be the supreme arbiter of all disputes, as 
he would be supreme in everythin 


For the ordinary Mafia soldiers like 


ichi, this was all stirring and some- 
what frightening. But for those near the 
throne, it was considerably less than awe- 
spiring. They had not fought a war, 
had not sacrificed troops, money, time 
and energy and conspired in the murder 
of a leader to relinquish all their power 

nd independence. Maranzano imagined 
mself a Caesar and, like Caesar, he was 
surrounded by Bratus, Cassius, Casca and 
other plotters. 

Those who ruled the families under 
Maranzano were all relatively young 
men who had a great deal more in com- 
mon with one another than with him. 
‘They were men, too, who understood, as 
Maranzano did not, that the Mafia м; 
only one element in the 
world, and that its success required work- 
ing closely and harmoniously with those 
other elements, the Jews, the Irish, eve 
the WASPS where they held a major 
claim, Thus, rather than look to Maran- 
zano, they began to look to Luciano for 
lership, to him as the man who could 
а world that, as the Depres- 
sion deepened and Repeal threatened, 

ally changing. 
паса by bodyguards and en- 
sconced in protected offices in the Grand 
Central Building at 46th Street and Park 
Avenue in New York, where he operated 
nder a legitimate real-estate front called 
gle Building Corporation, Maran- 
zano. like Masseria before him, thought 
imself secure. He was not. Luciano, work- 
closely with Lansky, was surreptitious- 
ly sounding out those other underworld 
kaders of his generation, seeking their 
support for a plan to kill Maranzano and 


wa 


204 escape retribution. Messages crisscrossed 


nd secet meetings were 
a major one in Cleveland 
n the summer of 1031. From these 
conversations among the younger gang 
leaders came the decision that not only 
Maranzano must go but all the old Mus- 
tache Petes aligned with him, who were 
logs in the road to progress. 

With. this widespread support, a dev; 
ous plan was worked out to penet 
Maranzano's elaborate defenses. It was 
Lansky who came up with the solution. 
The only people outside his own blindly 
loyal circle who might be able to get close 
to Maranzano, and get him alone, would 
be Federal agents secking to question him 
about taxes, bootlegging, immigration or 
one of his other rackets. He would have 
no reason to fear them. So a crew of Jew- 
ish gunmen, unknown to Maranzano or 
his close guards, would be imported, 


the country 
held, includi 
early 


trained to look and act like Federal 
agents and then sent to Maranzano's of- 


fice. Their guise would gain them en. 
trance and, once inside, they could do 
what they had come for and escape into 
anonymity. 

On the surface. M; 


no seemed un- 


aware of the cabal. His suspicions were 
apparently not even raised when, during 
the Cleveland meet 
Michele 


апо, Lansky, 
nda—a Luciano 
Cleveland 


"Mike" Mir 
п аг the time—the 
nd several other visiting gangsters 
were picked up at a prize fight and 
booked as suspicious characters. Maran- 
zano accepted Luciano's explanation that 
he had gone to Cleveland for the sole pur- 
pose of seeing the fights; after all, he was 
an avid fight fan who often traveled long 
distances for that purpose. 

But if on the surface Maranzano was 
calm, underneath he was very concerned, 
indeed. He told Valachi and other confi- 
dants that he did not trust Luciano and 
his friends and that as long as they were 
alive, he was not safe. So he set in motion 
a counterplot to eliminate them, He drew 
up a list of those he considered his prime 
enemics—Luciano, Genovese. Costello, 
Adonis, Willie Moretti. Dutch Schultz, 
who was Luciano’s close friend in non- 
Italian circles, and uber of others— 
and marked them for execution. Am 
then, like those plotting agai 
searched for an outside gunman а 
the notorious young killer Vincent “Mad 
Dog” Coll to be the executioner. 

It became а race to see who would kill 
whom first. Bu 10 was acting 
only on Late in the sum- 
mer, Luciano had facts. He was tipped by 
a friend to exactly what Maranzino 
planned. He was even told that he and 
Genovese would be invited to Maan 
zano's office for an important conference 
and when they arrived, Coll would be 
waiting with his guns. The invitation, 
then, would be the bell that set Luciano's 
own plot in moi 

Ir rang on September 10. 1931. Luci: 


по 


and Genovese were requested to appe: 
at Maranzano's office at two in the after 
noon. Just before two, Maranzano waited 
for thi arrival with his secretary, five 
armed bodyguards and Luciano's close 
friend, Tommy Lucchese, the underhoss 
the Gagliano family, who had dropped 
in unexpectedly. Lucchese had barely ar 
rived when the door burst open and four 
men stormed in. They identified them- 
selves as Federal agents and demanded a 
conference with Maranzano in private. 

M nzano readily identified himself; 
he had never seen the men before and 
had no suspicion that they were anything 
but what they said, for his lawyers had 
warned him that he ought to expect 
agents to come calling onc day. M 
zano's own identification was confirmed 
by Lucchese—who was there, as it hap- 
pened, as the finger man in case of 
trouble. 

The fou t revolvers 
and lined everyone up against the office 
wall, shaking down the men and relieving 
them of their guns. Two of the 
then shoved their guns into Maran 
back and ordered him o his private 
office for questioning. Once inside, they 
set upon him, first trying to strangle him, 
then pulling knives to stab him to death, 
trying to commit murder with as little 
furor as possible. But Maranzano was 
stronger than he looked and fought back. 
relentlessly; the killers had no choice 
they pulled out their guns and blasted 
ith six stab. 


nd body. 

The two killers rushed out and, joined 
by the two who had remained guardi 
those in the outer office, fled the scen 
As they disappeared, М 
guards fled. too. in fear of their own 
and to avoid being found in the office 
with the corpse. As they raced down the 
stairs, one of them collided with Mad Dog 
Coll, on his way up to keep his appoint 
ment. He was told what hud happened. 
With Maranzano's money in his pocket, 
no contract to fulfill and no one to ac 
cept a refund, Coll simply turned and 
walked aw 

Through the early afternoon, Lucianc 
Genovese, Lansky and the other conspira 
tors waited anxiously for the news and 
then proceeded according to plan. In 
later years, the rumors of what 
pened on that night, which came to be 
called the Night of the Sicilian Vespers, 
multiplied: Supposedly, Luciano's killers 
began a purge of Maranzano followers in 
New York and Luciano’s allies followed 
suit all over the country. with more than 
10 mafiosi falling before dawn. But no 
one has ever been able to compile a list, 
and the only clearly established victim of 
that purge was Scarpato, owner of the 
Coney Island restaurant where Masse 
had met his end. 

The death of Maranzano brought to an 
end the old ways and gave birth to aime 
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as a fledgling 
which the Italian Mafia worked not alone 
but in concert with other elements in the 
underworld. Within weeks of the murder, 
л new criminal conclave was called, this 
time in Chicago. Despite his own mount- 
ing tax troubles, Capone was a generous 
host, providing accommodations, food, 
girls, entertainment and plenty of police 
protection at the Congress Hotel, Though 
it was essentially an Italian-dominated 
conference to proclaim Luciano's arrival 
as the most powerful Italian boss in the 
nation, there were observer i 
pants from the non-Ialian underworld. 
Those who wen t meeting went 
prepared to attend the coronation of Lu- 
а 
ficiency and dispatch with which he 
had handled the Masseria and Maranzano 
fairs, hit па outlook, h 
nd manner had brought him both 
ad the respect of his underworld 
But Luciano would have none of 
Knowing the fate of others who as- 
ed to supreme rule and who publicly 


ideas 


рес! 


ond CECA 


boasted of their new position, he categ 
cally rejected the tide and its implicit 
powers. He rejected, too, the envelopes 
stuffed with bills that were offered to him 
as the new ruler. What Luciano recog- 
nized was that in spurning the title pub- 

ly, in showing himself modest, just one 
of the boys, the power and the position 
would devolve upon him in fact. His 
demeanor would win him more than a 
formal title. 

Luciano had discussed beforehand with 
Lansky and Costello just what he would 
do at the meeting, and now he outlined 
his ideas for the future—a nationwide 
gambling Syndicate, legal liquor wh 
Prohibition ended—ideas that were 
cepted with hardly a dissenting voice. 
There would be no more internecine war- 
fare and, гоо, the days of total independ- 
ence of one Indian mob from others and 
from the rest of the underworld were 
over. E ter understand 
that cooperation and consolidation, a 
sense of order and business that emulated 
the great corporations were the orders 
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"Somehow, when you said you were 


going to ‘lay it on me,’ I was 


xpecting you to do 


more than just lay it on me.” 


of the day. This national combination 
would be ruled by a national commission 
on which the leaders of the major mobs 
would sit and at which all major policy 
decisions would be discussed and passed 
on. All members of the commission would 
be equals. Charlie Lucky would be the 
chairman (t decided by unanimous 
vote), but he emphasized that his voice 
and his vote would count for no more 
than anyone else's. While voting member- 
ship the commission would be re- 
stricted to Italians, it was time to start 
bi ing the Italian underworld into clos- 
er relationship with other groups, so some 
non-Tulians—Lansky and Мос Райи, in 
particular—should sit at the meetings, 
have a voice although no vote. This was 
grecable to Lansky and Dalitz, for they 
knew they could still guide policy and 
escape the Iu ns would be 
the light, right out in front, and the over- 
world would soon forget that anyone 
but an Italian was a major factor in 
ed crime. 

ke-up of the new ruling com- 

led the importance that the 
. and organized crime in general, 
placed on New York. There were five 
New York members, the leaders of the 
five local. Mafia families: Luciano, Man- 
no, Profaci, Bon and Gagliano. 
The two others wa 
Milano from Cleveland (where he worked 
closely with Dali) and Capone from 
Chicago. Capone's membership was brief: 
he was soon in prison and replacing him 
on the council was Paul “The W. 
Ricca, who himself would later be suc- 
ceeded by Tony Accardo. 
That Chicago meeting at the Congress 
Hotel in the autumn of 1931 was a cru- 
cial one in the history of organized crime 
Until then, the Mafia, or 
whatever one wants to call it, had been 
narrow and suspicious, operating on its 
own as a world unto itself. Now, under 
the prodding of Luciano and his youth 
ful peers, it was emerging at last from the 
ghettos, from the Little Italys. It was not 
yet ready to take its place jual 
with the other ethnic and/or heteroge- 
neous groups in the criminal structure. In- 


ce and the Mafia would enter the 
modern world. W three years, it 
would finally join forces with the other 
outfits to form a truly national Syndi 
that cut across all racial, scctioi 
and factional li 


es. 


underworld. He had d 
ized it and made it re; 
new times th: 
the nation was in despair but the under- 
world was in flower. 


This is the fourth in a series of articles 
on organized crime in the United States. 
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reverent regard Americans have had for 
Cuban cigar, we only recently have 
begun to truly savor and appreciate the 
exotic aromas offered by cigars [rom other 
parts of the world, such as the Philip- 
pines, Brazil and even. Holland. 

Judging from the sales of domestic 
smokes and the ever-growing demand for 
quality imported handmades, it seems 
the Cuban myth is gradually being 
dispelled. Americans puff up a hefty 
5750.000,000 in cigar smoke annually. 
And, according to the Internal Revenue 
Service, which levies a tax scaled (by as- 
cending letters, A to G) to the quality of 
ingredients in cach cigar, the most popu 
larly priced chic 
five-cent stogic. (This country still needs 
id has ever since 
President under 
, called for it back 


moke is the 1655-0; 


Woodrow 
in 1917.) 


The tux boys also report that among 
the smallest percentages of cigars pur- 
chased in the U.S. are those that sell for 
20 cents or more. They account for a 
minuscule four percent of all cigars sold, 
yet include the best to be found. 

Undoubtedly, this reflects more on the 
wallet than on the palate of cigar lovers. 
The Cigar Institute of America, the im- 
posingly named publicrelations arm of 
the industry, reports that there will be 
15,000,000 to 20,000,000 cigar buyers this 
year. 

Handmade cigars are still the best, and 
they command higher prices. A highly 
skilled hand worker can produce about 
200 or so per day. Conversely, mode 
day technology has swept in to meet the 
increasing demand with streamlined m: 
chines that grind out up to 1000 cigars in 
one hour. 


n- 


“Nothing personal, you understand, 
but if I had wanted to build a snakehouse, 
I would have built a snakehouse!” 


No matter who or what makes the 
ame. There 
is the innermost core, which is called the 
filler. Wrapped around this is the binder, 
which keeps the filler packed in place. 
The binder is then sandwiched in the 
wrapper—thc leaf, which 
touches your lips when you smoke. The 
wrapper is a delicate paper-thin leaf that 
comes in st aging from 
the blackened oscuro to the dar! 
maduro to the chlorophyll-green double 
daro. A light shade of maduro is com- 
monly referred to as English Market Se- 
lection (E.M.S). In addition, there are 
about a dozen gradations in each color. 

The color of the wrapper has been the 
source of much confusion. A great many 

istake the wrappers color for 
n indication of its strength. Not so. 
cigar is pungently strong or 
very bland depends mainly on the type of 
filler used. Of course, the slimmer the 
г (with less filler), the more the wrap- 
per will contribute to the overall taste. 

The pencil-thin cigars are generally 
frowned upon by aficionados, who cl 
they are usually so insubstantial in filler 
that they don’t offer a firm, enduring 
smoke. Be that as it may, they do make 
every smoker look like a Rhett Butler. 

There should Шу be no problem in 
finding the cigar shape and size that you 
feel comfortable holding. In fact, the va- 
riety of shapes available 
of cigars boggles the mi 
guished Montecruz line marketed world 
wide by Dunhill has 21 shapes alone. 

As it happens, the three bestselling 
models, according to retail tobacconists 
surveyed, are the palma, the Lonsdale 
(full corona) and the panatela. The first 
two are relatively thick cigars about six 
nd one half inches long; the third is а 
atc, more tapered, youthfullooking 
a similar length. 
аре handmade cigar costs 
about 40 cents. That a cigar is handmade 
docs not ensure its quality. It does assure 
you, though, of the type of ingredients 
used. The binder in the majority of 
produced American cigars is a fabris 
substance referred to as homogenized to- 
xo leaf. It is a mixture of leftover 
scraps of tobacco combined with a dash 
of a chemical adhesive agent, then 
turned—or, better, churned—into rolls of 
durable paperlike sheet. (With hand- 
made cigars, the binder is all 
leaf often grown in Santo Domingo.) 
Top-echelon executives of the major ci 
manufacturers maintain that homoge- 
ized tobacco is necessary. Says a spokes- 
an for the General Cigar Company: 
‘Americans are chewers more than they 
re smokers. Reinforced binders keep 
the cigars from crumbling.” There is, 
alas, truth in what he says. As fur back 
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as the early Filtics, veteran cigarman 
Groucho Marx, in his inimitable style, 
noted the problem, Groucho was ques- 
tioning a contestant on his TV quiz 
program You Bet Your Life. 

“I see here, Mr. Kravitz, that you have 
thirteen children and have been married 
twelve years. Isn't that an awful lot of 
children?” 


‘oucho—I love my wife a 


Well, J love a good cigar, but I take it 


ош of my mouth ence in а while!" was 
Groucho’s retort. 

Many smokers huff 
gar removing them from their 
mouth—which dilutes personal enjoy- 
ment and makes things disagreeable for 
nonsmokers in the vicinity. Moreover, a 
chomped-up cigar not only loses its 
aroma, it becomes an eyesore. 

Arnold Goldstein, a New York tobac- 
conist for over a quarter century, says, 


d puff on ci- 


never 


ar smoking must be done when 
you are relaxed—not to relax. Chewing 
on a cigar releases undesirable acids, 
which ruin the cigar. Puffing on a cigar 
slowly—as you would sip brandy—is the 
proper way to enjoy it.” 

Smoking is best done after a meal, not 
before. An upset stomach or a cold will 
diminish the pleasure a cigar is able to 
moking when you are working 
is nothing more than smoking for smok- 
g's sake" is the somewhat narrow view 
of another tobacconist. 

Despite what cigar smokers are suf- 
posed to do, they still gnaw and chomp. 
If you find that you do this naturally, try 
a cigar holder. While it does take а 
some of the flavor of a cigar, at 1 
cigar will be in one piece for the entire 
smoke. 

How you smoke a cigar may provide a 
key to your psyche. Julius Fast, author of 
the bestselling Body Language, reports 
that cigar smokers may be sending out 

ing some 
of their aggressive or defensive attitudes. 

He notes, for instance, that “an execu- 
tive frequently emphasizes his subcon- 
scious feelings by the positions of his 
cigar. Tilted upward he manifests a 
strong dominant position; lowered, his 
position is weakened. Although it’s con- 
sidered impolite to point with a fing 
r makes the action socially accept- 
able.” Fiddling with a cigar can also cover 
up or displace nervousness 

Even if there were no women's lib, it 
still would be no social gaffe to offer а 
woman a cigar. More and more, women. 
are getting into cigar smoking. Most of 
them still prefer, however, to smoke 
them in the privacy of their own homes 
rather than in public. The Cigar Institute 
optimistically estimates Шат 1,000,000 
women breached what has 
been considered "the last bastion of 
masculinity.” 

Although cigars have been stereotyped 
as a strictly male indulgence, women 
have long had a stake in them. For exam- 
ple, most handmade cigars are still 
sculpted by women. Also, the cigar band 
traces its roots to the legend that a wide 
band of paper was pl: 
so that milady’s dainty fingers would not 
be stained by the residue of the earthy 
dark leaf. 

Actually, bands have been placed on 
cigars since pre-Civil War days. At that 
time, many cigars sold were counterfeit 
versions of the ones blended by prestig- 
ious ar makers. Bands were used like 
ttle and the identifying tra- 
dition remains. 

Though the variety of fine cigars avail- 
able today is growing, there is no “best” 
cigar. Like any other leisure commodity, 
cigars are a matter of personal taste. 


ci 


have now 


ed on a 


brands on 


Don't let high prices seduce you. The 
"right" cigar is the one that you can 
comfortably afford. Of course, many de- 
manding cigar lovers are willing to sacri- 
fice a few necessities to maintain a steady 
supply of luxury smokes. 

Indeed, for some inveterate smokers, 
ars arc as de vigueur as food, sleep— 
nd sex. Once Groucho's wife issued a 
ultimatum that he had to give up cigars. 
“Never, my dear,” he replied, “but we 
ап remain good friends.” 

The law of supply and demand dic- 
tates that the higher-priced luxury cigars 
(40-50 cents and up) are harder to find, 
especially out of metropolitan areas. 
Nevertheless, the whole cornucopia of 
ciga ailable by mail from a number 
of large-volume and specialized dealers. 

No cigar expert worth his weight in to- 
ассо seed will tell you 
what brand and size you should smoke. 
The vagaries of human taste suggest that 
the final depends upon the 
smoker himself. To help make your deci- 
ion a wise one, take note of a few caveat 
emplors. 

Examine the wrappers to make sure 
they haven't come undone. If they have, 
the cigars have dried out. 

Watch for telltale veins and plant ribs, 
which indicate poor construction and 
ingredients. 

Refuse or return 


ci 


sisa 


decisi 


ars that are too 


soft and mushy, a sign of overhumidity, 
which affects the taste. 

An easy way to be certain that you are 
getting fresh cigars is to notice how they 
are stored where you buy them. Whether 
it's a local corner drugstore or an exclu- 
sive smoke shop, the cigars should be 
kept in a humidor or properly humidified 
the retailer is 
selling premium cigars, he will have tem- 
perature-controlled storage space for his 
Stock. 

Be 
yor and life of 
companies offer their product in packages 
and boxes dressed up in a surfeit of cello- 
phane and foil. Actually, cigars do their 
best in cedar-enclosed humidors, where 
they can last for months and even im- 
prove with age. The cedarwood adds а 
tangy zest to the taste as well. JE you 
don't want to invest in a wooden humi- 
dor, a small clay humidifier the size of 
one cigar can be placed in any box. Or 
you can wrap the box in a plastic bag to 
trap the moisture. Whatever you do, 
di he 
sensitive tobacco leaf will easily pick up. 
foreign odors. 

Tobacconists recommend that before 
lighting up, you snip the tip with a cutter; 
if you do it with your teeth, the end will 
shred in your mouth. Less expe 
s, which are precut by machine, pre- 
clude this ritual. 


use freshness is so vital to the fla- 
gars, American cigar 


n't store cigars in the refrigerator. 


When lighting the cigar, singe the end 
as you would roast a marshmallow, with- 
out letting the flame touch the cigar. Ro- 
tate the cigar over the flame (a butane 
lighter or wooden match is best, say ex- 
perts), so it will burn evenly. 

It isn’t necessary to stamp out a cigar. 

Give it a chance and it will die by itself. 
Dispose of thc butt as soon as possible— 
it does give off a swampy smell if it lies 
around in an ashtray too long. 
Cigar smokers are a dedicated, some- 
mes fanatica] lot. Napoleon III bought 
20,000 gold-tipped panatelas at $7.50 
each; Winston Churchill was awakened. 
at two in the morning by a clerk from the 
London Dunhill store who told him that 
the German blitz had hit the shop but 
had not hurt his special stock of cigars. 
Sigmund Freud interpreted the cigar as 
the prime phallic symbol; yet the father 
of psychoanalysis was hardly ever seen 
without on his mouth. And then there 
was Maurice Ravel, who claimed that ci- 
inspired him to compose. 

Unfortunately, there is absolutely no 
evidence that cigars can supply you with 
vast creative powers. What they can give 
you, though. is a most uncommon pleas- 
ure and panache, In the last analysis. 
that’s all you should expect—and. prob- 
ably all you'd want. 
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TEN YEARS AFTER 


(continued from page 169) 


unwilling to do on the eve of the 
1962 elections). Khrushchev is the real 
hero of the crisis, the one who drew 
back from the nuclear holocaust. Ken- 
nedy was prepared to go the full way— 
and for nothing. 

He had fostered confrontation from 
the outset—three of them in his term, 
he boasted at the end. He called Berlin 
“the great testing place of Western cour- 
age and will.” He called Cuba the place 
where “our courage and our commit- 
ments” would be validated—always the 
courage to engage, never (o disengage. He 
vastly increased our military forces, both 
conventional and nuclear. His popularity 
grew with the Cuban “success,” which 
hardly blunted his appetite for military 
competition, He had won even at the 
ive-retaliation game—why should he 
doubt he could win at his very own new 
game, when Vietnam offered the ideal 
testing place? 

His fatal gift was for lending new 
glamor to military risk just when Ameri- 
had grown disillusioned with it. 
Eisenhower, with undiminished popu- 
larity, had snoozily adjourned the Cold 
War. The staccito Mr. Kennedy rapped 
it impcratively back 
made intelligent men р 


ma 


Eisenhower 
this w: .” The best and the 
brightest said farewell without regret to 
the man whose last warning was against 
the military.industrial complex, and 
praised a young warrior who increased 
our defense budget by over 20 percent. 
Even Nixon, in his 1962 “farewell press 


ary men 


conference," had to admit diat Kennedy 
looked tough enough on Cuba—if there 
was no secret deal. That shows the kind of 


pressure that could be put on Democrats 
at election time. It was not safe for Ken- 
ncdy to be as soft on Berlin, on Cuba, on 
Indochina as Eisenhower had been. To 
that extent, he was a victim of the time, 
not to be judged out of context. But he 
made his very trap scem like an achieve- 
ment. The press that rebuked Dulles 
for merely mentioning brinkm 
lavish in its praise of the man who en- 
acted it. Kennedy not only bluffed us 
through but made us thank him for it— 
made us forget the risk iu celebration 
of our subsequent relief, While admiring 
these gifts of charm and inspiration, we 
must be wary of their consequences. Ke 
nedy made Americans proud again, alter 
years of uncharacteristic caution—and іс 
took something as humiliating as Viet- 
nam to bring that pride back down to 
earth. 

Some say this is revisionist Monday- 
g quarterbacking, that anyone can 
be wise in retrospect. But certain critics 
saw through the bluster at the time 
I. F. Stone, for example. Even younger 
men in the Administration. grew disaf- 
fected from Kennedy's policies wh 
lived—such as the group that for 
Insti udi 


from 
If we cannot 
grow "retrospect: n this man- 
ner, we are condemned never to learn 
from our ics of the Kennedy 
time of national aggressiveness should ap- 
proach their task in a mood of penitence, 
not of accusation. 


“I don’t mind going steady, as long 


as I can ball my friends. . . . 


» 


PLAYBOY INTERVIEW 
(continued from page 94) 
on his own terms 
under any circumstances. I think that he 
can be like Ed Gentry in Deliverance- 
resourcclul. He should live by his 
should see that he can live by his 
Now, that seemed impossible until re- 
cently, but it's not impossible now. Poet- 
ry readings draw very large fees for some 
poets. Who those poets arc is determined 
by a good many factors. Word just some- 
how gets around the schools and the 
people in charge invite a given poet. 
Then more and more of them invite 
him. This is a spin-off from his profes- 
ion of writing poetry that enables him 
to go on writing more poetry. He might 
supplement this with a teaching job. 
But I believe ving by his 
trade in some 
I used to believe that you could do 
something that had nothing to do with 
poeuy, not teach it or anything else, 
then write the poctry whenever you 
could. That you could be a professional 
fisherman or a game warden and write 
poetry in addition to that. At the age 
of 50, І no longer believe that. 1 am 
all for the poet's being paid well and 
being proud thar he earns his way. If he 
has to serve on prize committees, do con- 
sultation work. advise, give lectures, 
readings or appear on panels—well, 
these are all things that pertain to his 
being a poet. They don't pertain to his 
being an advertising writer. They don't 
pertain to his being a professional fish 
erman or game warden or an insurance 
salesman. They pertain to his being a 
poet, and that is very important. Poets 
in America have always been hangdog. 
‘They have always been downtrodden, 
looking at you out of the corners of 
their eyes, ashamed and thinking that 
people believe they really don't work for 
a living. 
PLAYBOY: Isn't there a tendency among 
poets to live on grants and that sort of 
thing? 
DICKEY: If they can get them. They 
fiercely contested for. Literary politics 
are very dirty. People aren't fighting for 
control of corporations: they're fighting 
for a $5000 grant or a prize of some sort. 
The prizes are the silliest things of all, 
but if you win a prize like the National 
Book Award or a Pulitzer, then the 
schools are favorably impressed and you 
can get your price up. If I've done 
service for the poets of my gener 
it’s been to get those reading prices up. 
To give Al Capp $3500 for a throw 
evening such as he provides and then try 
10 pick up a finc American poet for 
$200 is ап insult to my craft. I won't 
move for any figure like that. If Capp 
gets $3500, that’s wl I want. And if 


they'll give it to me, they'll give it to 
somebody else. I will not have the poets 
of my generation picked up cheap. Sure 
Imake moncy, but so do they. And they 
made it because 1 made it. 

PLAYBOY; What about ntments and 
jealousics over other poets’ successes? Is 
there a lot of th 
DICKEY: I never feel it. That's one thing 
that has been left out of my make-up. I 
am the complete opposite of somebody 
like Robert Frost, who didn't care any- 
thing about anybody's poetry; he just 
looked at the other fellow as a rival. Ifa 
new, good guy comes along, I want to 
get his book and read it. I don't worry 
about his reputation. People promote 
animosit but I don't do anything to 
further them at all I remember a 
few years ago Mailer came out with 
a book and in it had a rundown of 
all the other writers he thought were in 
competition with him: William Styron, 
James Jones and others. If you want to 
write novels, why take time out for 
spiteful journalism about your contem- 
poraries? ГИ be damned if J can un- 
derstand it. I don't want to indulge in 
litcrary battles. I want to get on with 
the job of writing poetry and novels. Гуе 
got a lot of faults, God knows, but I 
have never been prone to the kind 
of warping, self-destructive envy of 


someone like Robert Bly. And you can 
print that. 

PLAYBOY: He's the one who criticized you 
personally for The Firebombing. 

DICKEY: 1 think so. He writes so badly 
that I simply can't read him. I could 
take a high schooler with an average 
capacity for language and have him 
writing far better than Robert Bly in- 
side of three months. Bly has an inferior 
intelligence and no imagination at all. 
here is an American myth 
about writers’ success: that F. Scott Fi 
gerald was supposedly ruined by success, 
Thomas Wolfe partially so. Heming- 
wal 
pickey: There were a lot of other factors 
involved in all those cases. But I would 
say the dangers of success are consider- 
ably less than the dangers of f 
especially as you get older. Success and 
money are important when you don't 
have them, but also when you do. You 
don't have to cultivate yachts and p 
vate airplanes and all that to want to 
give your children good medi atten- 
tion if they need it and to be able to 
pay your bills. I'm uncertain about the 
values of success, but I can 
tell you that success and afflu. 
great deal better than poverty, obscurity 
and failure. 

PLAYBOY: What about material comforts? 


тс 


In Deliverance, Lewis shows a great deal 
of contempt for the kind of luxury most 
Amcricans enjoy, seems to fcel it makes 
them soft. 


DICKEY: I'm ambivalent about material- 
ism. Сега nuch. 1 
like good рий e very good 


archery equipment. 
much for clothes. Automobiles I am 
relatively indifferent to. A lot of the 
things that PLAYBOY readers seem to set 
great store by, such as revolving beds 
drin hi-fi, would cst mc 
only as exotica. And very expensive, too, 
I expect. There's a limit. I don't mind 
being comfortable, and 1 don't want 
anybody to starve or not be able to get 
penicillin when he needs it. But beyond 
a certain point you have so many 
things that you've got to look after them 
and they take you over. When we moved 
down here on this lake, 1 told my boy 
that I could buy him an outboard motor 
and a boat. He was overjoyed. He had a 
great time with it until it started getting 
dirty and he had to haul it up on the 
nk and Clorox it. He quickly began to 
lus on the joys of 
g a boatowner. You don't get one 
without the other. If you have a lot of 
goods and chattel—several houses, apart- 
ments in different cities—you either 
have to look after them yourself or pay 


I don't care very 


intei 
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Brut for Men. 


If you have 
any doubts 
about yourself, 
iry 
something else. 


Aftershave, ofter shower, ofter anything. 
Brut®lotion by Fabergé. 


somebody else to do it for you. Then 
they come into it and you have to con- 
tend with them. It’s not all roses. I w 
reading the chronicles of some of the 
very wealthy families in England who 
have cottages on their estates with gar- 
deners whose families have been with 
their families for 500 years. They have 
d them. They have to 
go around and visit the sick, and so 
forth. I don't know how well I could 
carry that off. 

PLAYBOY: You probably won't have to 
worry about that, but you have made a 
good deal of money from Deliverance, 
first as a book, then as a hit movie. Were 
you surprised at how well it did? 

Dickey: I had no idea. There are thou- 
sands of novels published every year and 
T was just thankful that mine was going 
to be one of them. It was the first fiction 
of any kind I had ever written 
PLAYBOY: Didn't your reputation as а 
poet help? 

DICKEY: No. In fact, that usually works 
against you. Every poet seems to think 
that he has to write a novel or a play, 
and most of them do. But the descrip- 
tion poetic novcl has become almost a 
pejorative. People think of adjective- 
heavy prose that you сап get enough of 
in half a page, like eating too much 
fudge cake. 

PLAYBOY: The book seemed to translate 
perfectly to the screen. Was this some- 
thing you had in mind while you were 
writing the novel? 

DICKEY: Some reviewers scem to assume 
that I started out to write a book that 
would be sold to the movies and, seven 
years later, did just that. If it were as 
as that, there would be many more 
people writing books that would be 
cagerly bought by the movics. It just 
doesn't work that way, I'm sorry to report. 
PLAYBOY: To some people, the success of 
Deliverance Yay in the fact that it was an. 
venture story with a message for the 
time. Did you intend it as sucl 
DICKEY: I never thought of Deliverance 
in philosophical terms at all I don't 
ly believe in beginning with some 
kind of philosophical notion and then 
trying to write something to illustrate it. 
I believe pretty much in telling the story 
and having whatever might be implicit 
n the story cmerge from it. The story of 
Deliverance has been read as a commen- 
tary on questions theological. y. 
political—in so many ways that I'm com- 
pletely bewildered by what people read 
into it. Surely, if it has overtones—and 
I suppose it must have some, most 
stories do—those are secondary, not pri- 
mary. My whole purpose 
story about four fellows who have got 
themselves into a situation and then 
have to get themselves out. Now, wheth- 
er this is a commentary on the human 
condition in general or the human con- 


to write a 


dition in our time, or what, I don’t real- 
ly feel qualified to say. I suppose it has 
something to do with the price of surviv- 
al under certain circumstances, but I 
think it would be a mistake to assume 
that the circumstances described in De- 
liverance are universal. If anybody 
ts to sce it just as an adventure 
story, that’s fine. That would please me 
more than all the philosophical inter- 
pretations in the world. 
PLAYBOY: But isn't there an allegorical 
structure to the book? After all, there's 
the title, the river, the journey and all 
that evil to be overcome en route. 
DICKEY: People seem to insi: 
that into it. One of my favorite Ameri- 
can writers is Wright Morris, and he had. 
a story in which there was a trapped fly. 
Let me read you what he said about it 
“A student of the modern novel recently 
asked me off the cuff and man to man if 
I didu't think the trapped fly in one of 
my books was a symbolic cliché. The 
Midwest setting of this novel simply 
buzzed with trapped flies and so did the 
book. Flies, when they came to my 
mind, were still flies when I put them 
on the page. They belong to the scene I 
as painting like the screen at the door, 
the way it banged when slammed and 
the view through the glass-fogged win- 
dow. Flies dead or a mong the 
first inhabitants, and that they might also 
prove to be symbols was not my proper 
business. When the writing is good ev 
thing is symbolic, but symbolic writing is 
seldom good. Symbol hunting is the fash- 
ionable safari for the vacationing writer 
and reader, a way of ng time. The 
overtrained symbolhaunted reader will 
not accept the fly for what it is for both 
the author and the book—an actual 
trapped fly." 
PLAYBOY: Sill, you can't help reading 
something into Deliverance. It's pretty 
clear that Ed Gentry is changed. perhaps 
for the better, after he's led the others 
safely down the river and killed a man 
to do it. 
Dickey: Yes. I intended something of 
that sort. Deliverance is a story of how 
decent men kill. It’s not enough to say, 
as some of the shallower reviewers have, 
that the book tries to show how man's 
essential malehood depends on his going 
out and killing somebody. Of course 
not. Ne ican life is so 
structured that a lot of areas of one's е; 
istence—or one's potentiali 
for either good or cvil never get a 
chance to surface. And sometimes these 
are repressed feelings of violence. That 
doesn’t mean one must go out perpetrat- 
ing violent acts. This wasn't the case in 
Deliverance, where the violent acts by 
Ed Gentry were forced upon him. It was 
self-defense, Knowing this, he can take 
even more of a kind of secret pride in 
what hes done because he's a peace- 
loving person. He's never had any record 


ertheless, Ami 


of any criminal activity, much less mur- 
der. It was forced upon him and he 
brought it off. He got away with it, and 
this is a kind of index of secret. powers 
he never suspected he had. Now he 
knows what he's capable of doing. And 
this gives him a kind of secret power 
that he draws off of in other areas, in 
his own life. 

PLAYBOY: Gentry does take a kind of 
pride in being able to pull it off. Isn't 
that some sort of acknowledgment of a 
survival cthic? 

Dickey: Well, to tell you the truth, if you 
want to look at larger implications, I 
suppose the book might raise the ques- 
tion of what makes people do what they 
do to preserve themselves and their 
friends and families, and so on. I've had 
peaceniks—among them some pocts, but 
I'm glad to say not very good ones—tell 
me that they would rather be killed them- 
selves, sent to a concentration camp and 
murdered systematically, than raise a fin- 
ger against another human being. Even 
in defense of themselves, their children 
and their wives and the people who de 
pend on them, That they would rather he 
killed themselves than offer any violence 
to another human being. 1 think that 
the most absolute bullshit. Anybody 
comes alter me and my people, ГИ blow 
his head off. 

PLAYEOY: So you obviously do see a place 
for violence in an ethical system. 

DICKEY: Nobody can love peace like 
somebody who has been in a war. I love 
it. There isn't any machine or dial to 
measure this by, but I can categorically 
guarantee that I'm no lover of war, kill- 
ing, pain and suffering. The things 
high-speed metal can do to human flesh 
and bone are so horrendous that once 
you've seen one battle fatality or fatal 
aircraft accident, you are never quite the 
same afterward. You learn just how mor- 
tal you really are and how vulnerable 
your body really is. I like the way these 
people tell you nobly how they would 
choose to die rather than offer violence 
to anyone, not even the worst possible 
human monster who is going to cut 
their children with scissors or something 
of that sort. That is a completely ab- 
stract statement on their part; it has no 
relation whatever to reality. I know per- 
fectly well that the eventuality of their 
having to make that choice is almost 
completely negligible. 

PLAYBOY: But Ed Genury did have to 
make a choice. 

DICKEY: Yes, he did. The thing is that 
deaths go on. Women and children are 
murdered, people are shot down in the 
streets, knifed, raped. We all know that 
offering no resistance to these things just 
makes it easier for more 

them to go on 


nd more of 
I'm reminded of what 


Hilaire Belloc said in quite a nice cou- 
plet. It goes like this: “Pale Ebenezer 
thought it wrong to fight./But Roaring 
Bill, who killed him, thought it right.” 
PLAYBOY: Some pcople say that one rea- 
son so many of these awful things are 
going on is that books and movies such 
as Deliverance have created a climate 
saturated with violence. Do you think 
there may be any truth to that? 

Dickey: I don't know. I'm not really com- 
petent to judge that. In my more prud- 
ish days, maybe 20 years ago— before the 
days of nudity in movies and even in 
PLAYBOY; in fact, a litle bit before 
PLAYBOY began—I went to a French 
film with a French writer I knew. 1 told 
him, "Lord, you French certainly are 
dirtyminded to show these things on- 
screen. We would never do that in Amer- 
ica. You certainly are immoral here 
Europe." He said, "We don't think it's 
nearly as immoral to show a naked 
woman as it is to show a cleverly com- 
mitted crime.” So I don't know about 
violence in the movies. I hope people 
don't start killing each other with bows 
and arrows after seeing the film. But I 
say that I'm all for freedom for the 
artist. Even for freedom for the hack. 
PLAYBOY: Are you happy with the movie 
version of Deliverance? 

Dickey: Yes, very much so. I think there 
must be very few instances in the whole 
history of film making of a movie 
aying as close to the original novel as 
this one. I've heard so many horror 
stories about people having their novels 
taken by Hollywood, butchered and 
changed around every which way. I cer- 
tainly can't complain of that. Some 
things about it, of course, I would 
change a little bit. I advised them or 
asked them to do things they didn't do, 
but, on the other hand, they did some 
things that came off better on the screen 
than what I had projected. I wrote the 
screenplay, but there was also a lot of 
improvised dialog. That's one of the 
things I suggested, especially at the be- 
ginning, when the men first get on the 
river. When they're whooping it up and 
curying on: “Watch yourself, Robert. 
Keep your eyes open.” They were just 
doing it. And it sounded great. 

PLAYBOY: How did you come to play the 
sheriff? 

DICKEY: I was in the director, John Boor- 
man’s, lodge. He and the actors and I 
were sitting around with the script girl 
and various functionaries, We were talk- 
ing about the cast, about the people 
who played the townsfolk: the taxi driv- 
er, the doctor, the nurse, and so on. 
John turned to me and said, “Jim, we 
all want you to play the sheriff." I said 
Га never acted in my life. “You can do 
it. We all want you to,” he said. So I just 
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played myself dressed up in a sheriff's 
uniform. After we made that scene, I 
wore the uniform back to where we 
were staying and had dinner. Somebody 
id to me, “Does your sheriff's outfit fit 
you ОК?” I said, “Yeah, I haven't had it 
off all day. In fact, ever since I've had 
it on, I've been going around collecting 
graft from every whorchouse in Rabun 
County. And that isn't all I got, either." 
PLAYBOY: Do you expect to do any more 
cting? 

DICKEY: 1 don't think so. I've had a cou- 
ple of offers. But they've only been bit 
parts, so there's no reason for me to do 
them. І think I'd better quit while I'm 
ahead. 1f that's where I am. 
PLAYBOY: Maybe you're missing a chance 
10 experience something you can use in 
your poetry. You've written about fly- 
ing, football, archery, canoeing, gui 
playing and most of the other things 
you've done in your life. Aren't you 
tempted to try a little more acting so 
that you can write about it? 

DICKEY: I'm not а believer in going out 
and deliberately secking certain experi- 
ences for the purpose of writing about 
them. If you're naturally interested in 
things and have ce things happen 
to you, then you can make the poetry 
out of the circumstances of your exist- 
ence—unguided, more or less, by the 
fact of your being a writer. I didn't go 
10 war to learn about flying night fight- 
ers so I could then write about it. I went 


to war because the world went to war. 


Then | wrote about it. If your imagina- 


n is keyed up through application 
over a period of 23, 24, 25 years, you get 
the habit of mind of making connec 
ns and associations. And that habit of 
mind discovers your subjects for you. 
‘They pile up by the ream. 

PLAYBOY: Like your poem that was in- 
spired by the Army post across the lake 
from here? 

Dickey: Drums Where I Live. Ws that 
business of living close to the war ma- 
chine and that ghostly cadence count 
coming across the lake in the early 
morning, the drums, and so on. Some 
of the neighborhood ladies s. 
know, it's very comforting to hear them 
over there, isn’t it?" That's not the ef 
feet they had on me, I felt like I was 
right on the edge of a war. That they 
were going to be defending the neigh- 
borhood and people were going to be 
coming in. Paratroops landing. They rep- 
resent to. me some kind of tendency in 
mankind toward belligerence that is 
going to destroy us all. It sounds like a 
ghostly take-over army just waiting for 
the day. Li 
PLAYBO! 


с Seven Days in May. 


What if the connections and as- 
sociations hadn't come? What would you 
do if you weren't a poet? 

Dickey: I don't have the slightest idea 
what I would do. My life for so many 
years has revolved around the use of 
wi ind the connections between words 
and ideas and images and rhythms and 
all that. That's been central to everything 
Ive donc. If that were taken away, I 


suppose J would be a professional scholar. 


"How about it, Pops? Am I turning them on?" 


But if words and scholarship and criticism 
and writing and everything connected 
with words were taken away from me, 
especially at the age of 50, I don't know 
what 1 would do. I'm good enough to be 
sional musician. I suppose I could 


r six hours a day for six months 


and get a job for $20 a night in some 
dingy coffeehouse backing up some kid 
of 16 who could play better than I could. 
Or give music lessons. Something like 
that. 

PLAYBOY: If you could be young 
what would you do with your life? 
DICKEY: Exactly the same, except that I 
would have started earlier. 1 don't really 
regret very many of the things that I've 
done. The things I've done that you're 
supposed to regret—I only regret that I 
didn't do more of them when I had the 
chance. 

PLAYBOY: Such as? 

Dickey: Oh, I don't know. 

PLAYBOY: Impulsive weekends? 

DICKEY: By God, yes. I missed а lot of my 
youth in the war, I'd like to have it back. 
PLAYBOY: You said once that if you were 


reincarnated, you'd like to come back as 
a sea bird. 
Dickey: Well, I would like to come back 


as an alien form of life. I wouldn't like 
to be anything like a barnade or some 

jonary creature that sucks things in 
ad blows them out, making a few 
pearls whose value he ca I 
would like to be something mobile. 
Maybe something close to the ground 
like a snake that could feel every little 
thing along his whole body and also 
carry some deadly venom and be very se- 
cret, beautifully camouflaged and all 
that. Or someth could fly long, 
long distances, especially over water, 
where there is nothing to look at except 
endless miles of empty sea, a wandering 
albatross or one of those migratory birds 
that navigate by the stars without know- 
ing how. You know, they go thousands 
of miles from, say, the Galápagos Islands 
to way past the Arctic Circle and stay up 
there. When it comes time to mate, they 
go home by some instinct that will never 
be understood. Some things are not sub- 


he. 


ject to scientific invest re abso- 
lutely and forever beyond any knowing. 
PLAYBOY: Well, you're in no hurry for 


that next existence, are you? 

DICKEY: Lord, no, but I do have an end- 

g planned. 

PLAYBOY: Can you give it away? 

re. I want to be buried on the 

nk of the Chattooga River—if 

the state will allow it. Just dumped into 

a hole with no coffin. On a plain tomb- 

stone there'll be thi. 
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JAMAICAN HOLIDAY continued fron page 161) 


concession and, to mark the occasion, 
he ordered two more rum drinks. 


mournfully. "Then I go on welfare.” 
“Not worth it, Donald,” Mr. West said, 
"You come down here and live, mon, 1 
work for you," Donald said, cheering at 
the idea. "You pay me good money and 1 
Jamaica girl and marry fit and 


“Good idea,” Mr. West said. “Be even 
better if we became partners. Both go 
around selling souvenirs.” He started to 
sing Yellow Bird in a passable Jamaican 
accent. 

Donald roared. He thought that was so 
funny he allowed Mr. West to buy him а 
other drink. There were good whites as 
well as bad, he thought. 


"Turning a sharp bend in the road, Mr. 
Gray saw a huge truck bearing do 
|. The truck was straddling the line in 
the middle of the road and gave no indi 
cation of yielding. Mr. Gray was forced 
half onto the shoulder to give the truck 
room to pass. He was conscious of a large 
black face looking down at him from the 
truck’s cab. As the truck continued on, it 
let go a long wail like the death cry of a 
banshee. 

"Did you see that?” Mr. Gray de- 
manded for about the tenth time, and it 
was still not yet midmorning. 

“How could I nog” 

“He didn't give me an inch. And you 
couldn't see it, but he looked down as he 


passed as though it were a great joke.” He 
discovered to his dismay that the words 
black bastard were on the tip of his 
tongue. 

The car, an English-built Ford, had 
been delivered to them at the hotel. The 
man from the ren agency was quite 
р, he seemed still in his teens, and 
dressed Mr. Gray with easy affability 
and he rolled his eyes and grinned when 
Mr. Gray first discovered that the steer- 
ing wheel was on the right side. Mr. Gi 
had somehow forgotten to learn that driv- 
ing was on the left in Jamaica. The young 

amai apidly gave Mr. Gray what- 
тей necessary for 
ion of the vehicle, but he talked 
so rapidly and his accent was so pro- 
nounced that Mr. Gray got only about 
half of it. He did not, in front of his wife, 
want to ask the young man to repeat what 
appeared to be simple basics. Then the 
young man, still full of native laughter, 
but quite firm, made Mr. Gray drive the 
car around and around in the parking 
area of the hotel to emphasize the side of 
the road that had to be followed. 

"Don't you get dreamy, mon," the 
young man said. "You get dreamy, you get 
all sassed by the beautiful trees and birds 
and water and people, you get dreamy 
and you start to drift over to the side of 
the road you used to, you get killed, mor 

Mr. Gray, embarrassed to be driving 
around like a novice while many of the 
hotel employces watched with pleasure, 
kept repeating he understood. Satisfied at 
last, the young man let Mr. Gray sign the 


“Whenever I nudge you, 
observe something about his technique.” 


it'll mean I want you to 


contract. It took a little time, because the 
young man had no machine to take Mr 
Gray's credit card and the hotel had 
none, either. The card had to be copied, 
very slowly and carefully. After that, the 
car was loaded and the young man asked 
to be driven to the airport building 
where the rental office was located. The 
young man watched him carefully as 
he moved along the unfamiliar side of the 
road and he made Mr. Gray nervous, so 
that he more than once forgot to stay on 
the proper side. Each time, the young 
man arched his back as though he had 
been stabbed. Mr. Gray gave him a tip 
at the airport and was glad to be rid of 
him and, from then on, he had no trouble 
at all keeping in the left lane. 

The road along the sea approaching 
Ocho Rios from the east was marked on 
the map in a solid red line, while other 
Jamaican roads were thin black lines and 
even pale parallel lines. That had encour 
aged Mr. Gray. He discovered that road 
descriptions were a question of semantics, 
or perhaps relativity. The broad red line 
was narrow, rutty and filled with hostile 
trucks. Still, the weather was indescril 
ble and they drove with all four windows 
open and the country was richly colored 
and after a little while, Mr. Gray relaxed 
and discovered he was enjoying himself. 
Mrs. Gray not as happy. The vcr 
small size of the car was no problem as far 
as her comfort was concerned, but it 
made her feel defenseless. 

They came, early on, to their first 
town. It looked to the Grays like some ref- 
ugce camp. In the main street through 
which the highw: there were per- 
haps 300 or 400 people standing around 
with, apparently, nothing to do, The 
buildings they saw were in faded pastels 
and some of them seemed ready to col- 
lapse and as they slowed down to get 
through without accident, they were 
aware of a disagreeable smell. 

Mr. Gray was looking about him with 
such interest he did not see the uni- 
formed woman. Mrs. Gray touched him 
and he looked ahead and saw the woman 
holding up her hand to stop him so that 
school children could cross the road. He 
jammed on his brakes and felt sweat 
break out on his neck. He lit a ci 
He had practically given up cigarettes, 
but he felt he needed them on thi 

“They're so black,” Mrs. Gray said, a 
the children, all in identical blue ui 
forms, trooped obediently in line across 
the street. 

“What did you expect?” 

"I know, but they're so black.” 

“They scem friendly enough. 

“They don't lock particularly friendly 
to me. Look over there. M d, look at 
the men with those knives!" 

There were perhaps a dozen men, all 
of them naked from the waist up, all 
of them large and heavily muscled, all of 
them glistening with sweat, and all of 
them holding knives about the length 
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ind brcadth of a medieval short sword. 
‘Those are machetes," Mr. Gray said. 
"They use them in the sugar fields." 

They look like they want to use them 
on us.” 

“You've simply got to stop thi 
that way, Ellie, 

“Td hate to see a black man swinging a 
knife like that in New York,” Mrs. Gray 
id with no relevance to anyone but 
herself. 


"s just it. We're not in New York. 
"Those knives are just things they use in 
their work. Look, one of them is smiling 


an you in all truth describe that asa 
Mrs. Gray asked. “I would say 
the expression on the face of the 
executioner just before he lopped off 
Mary Stuart's head.” 

‘The uniformed woman indicated they 
could proceed and she looked at Mr. Gray 
with open hostility as he passed her, un- 
doubtedly, he reasoned, because he had 
had to stop so short. As they drove out of 
town, Mr. Gray glanced in the rear-vision 
mirror. He saw the men watching him 
leave, the machetes dangling from their 
hands. 

They drove through a long stretch of 
reasonably smooth highway and there 
were sudden, stunning views of the sea 
and the water was of colors that made 
Mrs. Gray ary out. The day became bright 
nd very hot and after a while they were 
hungry, but although they passed through 
village alter village, all like the first, with 
hundreds of idle people spending the day 

ng, they could see no place to eat. 

“Just as well Mrs. Gr i, Т 
wouldn't leave the car alone with 
things in it. These people are all natu- 

I thieves. Everybody knows that. They 
are totally amoral. Everybody knows that. 
Robert, you are smoking too much.” 

As though to support her thesis of the 
Tack of Jamaican morals, they passed an- 
other sign advertising governmentrun 
birth-control cl "his pai 
showed a very despondent young girl, per- 
haps 12, looking down sadly. The legend 

YOU DON'T HAVE TO GET PREGNANT. 
You get the message, Robert?" Mrs. 


c, only don't have bal 
"Not much different with the pill,” 
Mr. G i 
Mis. 
ly, those signs prol 


"Unfortunate- 
bly do no good at all. 
I would imagine very few people here can 
read, especially promiscuous young girls. 

lt was getting on toward noon and, 
having got olf to a very carly start, break- 
fast was long, long ago. Mr. Gray had cal- 
culated as he had pored over the map that 
morning that they would reach Port An- 
tonio well in time for lunch, but he had. 
not reckoned with the roads, 


“Robert, look out!" Mrs. Gray 
screamed, 
Mr. Gray's first reaction was shock at 


hearing his wife lose control, but then he 
saw immediately that she had cause. Com- 
ing out of another of the innumerable 
in the road, he saw that half the 
hway had collapsed into the sca and 
t all traffic was using the half of the 
road that remained. Mr. Gray looked 
down at the abyss on his right and knew 
istantly how foolish that was. He drove 
owly along the narrow stretch and 
about halfway through when a truck 
came along and from ier and 
from past experience, Mr. Gray knew it 
was not about to back up for him. The 
truck came to a stop about ten feet ahead 
of гау and the driver leaned ou 
and waved for Mr. Gray to do the back- 
g up. Another man leaned out of the 
other side of the cab and made the same 
demand. 

“You have the right of way," Mrs. Gi 
said, still in a very loud voice. 
side of the road.’ 

“105 anybody's side at the moment,” 
Mr. Gray said. He leaned out of the open 
window and looked back 
versed the di 
hard not to thi 
the water. 

Tt took him ten minutes to get back to 
where the road was still intact. The tru 
followed him closely, seeming at times to 
be tying to push him backward. ue 
driver kept waving his hand for Mr. C 
to hurry up. When Mr. Gray finally 
backed onto the two-laned section of the 
highway, the truck roared past and in- 
d of acknowledging Mr. Gray's cour- 
tesy, the driver merely glared. 

"I've never эсеп a face that black in my 
entire life," Mrs. Gray said, as though 
that explained everything. 

n't notice," her husband said, 
lighting another cigarette. "Perhaps be- 
cause I'm called Gra 

Mis. Gray studied her husband as he 
again began to cross the narrow, single- 
kaned section of the road. She saw him 
pulling on the cigarette. She saw the new 
beads of sweat on his forehead. He must 
be very shaken, she thought, to have per- 
mitted himself a remark like that, 


y 
"Its our 


When it was almost two in the after- 
noon, Mrs. Gray, who had not spoken for 
some time, suddenly said, “Do you т 
we have not seen one white person all 
day? My God, Robert, where on thi 
earth are we?” 

“Just entering Pore Ant 
Gray was pleased to be able to report. 
“And there, Ellie, is a white face." 

“Him?” Mrs. Gray looked at the man. 
He was bearded and his hair hung down 
to his waist and he wore shorts and no 
shirt and his feet were bare. He had a hav- 
ersack on his back. 

e,” Mr. Gray went on trium- 
pointing. "And there. And more 
г there. Now, do you feel better?” 


white people in Port Antonio. She could 
not look at them enough. It scemed they 
had emerged from a journey of weeks, 
months, not hours. 

“And there,” Mi 


Gray said im final 


triumph, “is a restaurant.” 
Walking slowly along the highway just 


to the east of Plantation Inn, Donald 
Gordon saw the small Bi ‘ord turn 
off the road and start up the hill. It was 
after sunsct. One day maybe he would 
own a little car, Donald thou; i 
twilight was a time for dreaming. Then 
he would not get to a girl's house foot- 
weary and tired. 

“Are you sure this is the right road 
Mrs. Gray asked. 

“The sign said Dunton Manor” 

“I don't know why we have to live way 
up in the hills. We came here to be on the 


ailable, and we have 


The road wound in spasms. They 
ed through a small village. In thc 
dusk the faces were lost. They looked like 
bright, moving clothing with no heads 
“You ought to blow your horn on these 
s. Gray said when they came 
pin turn. 
g and so far I've done 


pretty well.” 

A bus swung round the curve and Mr. 
mble off the road to let it 
At the next 
Gray sounded his horn. That 
tract the attention of ever 
body in the second village, just arou 
the bend. This village had а bar and men 
were drinking beer and women were 
lounging around and children scampered 
like dwarfed ghosts. As Mr. Gray slowed 


seemed to 


down, a man danced into the road wav- 
ing a beer bottle and he stopped di- 
rectly in the path of Mr. Gray's car. Mr. 


glare of the сагъ headlights, twisting his 
body back and forth d of gro- 
tesque dance, and then he capered away. 
laughing uproariously, and the other 
people laughed and clapped their hand 
Chat idiot,” Mr. Gray said. "I almost 
ran him down." He thought about what 
the other people might have done if he 
1. He shuddered. 


Her voice edged 
toward hysteria. “My God, Robert, do we 
have to go through this kind of thing 
every time we go up and down this hill? 

Mr. G 
celerator and at th 


t sime moment the 
was a sudden, shattering thumping on the 
roof of the car. Mrs. Gray screamed and 
ked. He looked out, his 
heart pounding. The man with the boule 
one 
his other hand. He was still Laus] 
so were the other people. 
(continued on page 221) 


ng and 


ШТ 


NUDISTA 


colony, | 


“We realize you only want to use the phone, 


miss, bul rules are rules. 
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people, places, objects and events of interest or amusement 


SKINNY-TRIPPING 
If the typical seaside vacation 
leaves you too clothed for 
comfort, a Manhattan travel 


Vacations in the Buff, friends) 
is whisking groups and/or 
individuals to secluded nudie 
beaches off Guadalupe for cight 
madcap days and nights of 
swimming, snorkeling and what 
have you, all for the modest 
price of $269 round trip 

from New York. V. I. B. calms 
fledgling bult bulls’ butterflies 
by pointing out that there are 
plenty of wide-open spaces as 
well as nearby forests. Further- 
more, it stresses not to expect 
wild orgies, either, as “most. 
people who enjoy social 
nudism are neither hypersexual 
nor asexual.” Other 

strip trips include tours to 
Hawaii, the Miss Nude World 
Pageant anda one-day bus junket to a nudist camp in New Jersey for 

the inevitable volleyball tourney. Now, that’s more our speed. 


THE MATING GAME 
Bobby Fischer brought chess out of obscurity’s shadows and now а West 
Coast painter /sculptor named Jerry Schwartz has elevated it to а battle 
of the sexes. Lib Chess is the name of Schwartz's gamc and thc board 
is peopled with a wry collection of potato-faced male and female 
characters. The female queen, for example, resembles a pregnant Golda 
Meir; the male queen is a gay black. The pawns are schleppy-looking 
oldsters; the knights are he-and-she members of a motorcycle club. 
Well, you get the idea, Lib Chess is available from Bonwit's, I. Magnin, 
Marshall Field’s or by sending $85 to Lib Chess, Inc., 974 North 


La Cienega Boulevard, Los Angeles, California 90069. Check it out, mates. 


firm called V. I. B. Tours (that's 


IT’S A STEAL 

Everybody loves to fantasize about 
finding buried treasure. Buta firm 
in Clearwater, Florida, International 
Treasure Scarch (P. O. Box 864), has 
turned your favorite daydream into 
reality by publishing, for$4.95, a 
loose-leaf catalog of 50 stolen museum 
masterpieces, including works by 
Matisse and Sargent as well as ancient 

„ antique guns and other 

» With luck, you just might find 
one in somebody's pawnshop. Oh, yeah! 


PINE FOR YOUR WINE 
When the Rocky Mountain Casket 
Company in Whitefish, Montana, began 
marketing its 65” pine model con- 
verted to a wine rack, you could hear 
snickers all the way down to the 

feed store, But the orders that began. 
pouring in definitely weren't from 
dead drunks. To get your pine box that 
holds 40 boules, send $420 (shipping 
collect) to Rocky Mountain. And come 
the day of reckoning... . 


TV STORE 
Being a transvestite is a real drag. 
AIL that витер 
maging in a girlfriend's bureau 
only to come up with slips that 
fail to pass in the night. But 
not anymore. Now TVs can fill 
the closets they've just stepped 
out of with some lovely new duds 
from Michael Salem's TV 
Boutique (135 East 49th Street, 
New York City), a store whose 
stock in trade features an oddball 
selection of unmentionables, all 
with female sizes translated into 
male. (Shy ladies in waiting can 
write for the $2 catalog.) You'll be 
a better girl for it, men. 


OLD LOOK, NEW SOUND 
Those of you who are over 85 undoubtedly know 
that the Philco Baby Grand was no piano. It 
was that great old curved-top radio that used 
to bring in Captain Midnight and Fibber McGee 
and Molly with remarkable unclarity. As its 
contribution to our national mania for the 
good old days, Philco-Ford has manufactured a 
limited number of replica Baby Grands to be 
marketed for $60 through its dealerships this fall. 
Wood grained outside, solid-state AM/FM 
inside, it’s a great remembrance of things past. 


SIX APPEAL 
Alessandro de Tomaso (of Pantera fame) has come up with the no- SNIP NEGO SER 
nonsense superbike of the year: 2 750-c.c. Benelli powered by— 
gulp!—a six-cylinder mill that will propel you to speeds upwards of 
125 mph quicker than you can release a throaty scream. The 
whole package weighs only 484 pounds and is about the same 
width as a H. 0. Add Borrani rims, Marzocchi suspension 
anda 4.5-gallon tank and you've got one whale of a machine for 
your $2700. (For more information contact Cosmopolitan Motors 
in Hatboro, Pennsylvania.) Vincent Black Shadow, move over! 


You say your Moroccan backgammon board isn't 
giving you much pleasure and the magic has 
gone out of your high-pressure espresso maker? 
And even the old SS-100 doesn't seem much fun 
anymore? Well, cheer up; here’s something new 
to make your life more meaningful. It's Remoto- 
start, a gadget that allows you to start your 
car (provided it has automatic transmission) 
from up to 800 fect away simply by pushing a 
portable button. Order one from Bueamith Elec- 
tronics, Box 391, Biglerville, Pennsylvania, for 
LOUD AND CLEAR about $300 and see isn't what's standing be- 
So you want to make something tween your shallow existence and true happiness. 
perfectly clear—and be sure your. 
conversation isn't bugged? Bloom- 
ingdale's in Manhattan is selling 
for $175 а 15yz-inch-high acrylic 
telephone (with a chrome 
receiver) called The Periscope 
that enables you to sec just 
what makes Ma Bell tick. Or if 
The Periscope isn't your thing, 
there are four other futuristic 
models to choose from, including 
Satellite (transparent tinted cubes 
accented by a lighted globe) and 
Gylinder—a white acrylic tube 
that rises to an angled black 
dial and receiver. Hang in there. 
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o are our own blacks, I u 
Mrs. Gray said. “When they're not out 
mugging. 

They came at last to a sign that indi- 
Gated they had reached their destination. 
Mr. Gray turned into the private road 
with the sense of having at last found 
safety, as, he thought, pioneers in cov- 
red wagons must have felt when they got 
inside the gates of a fort. The headlights 
disclosed a small apartment complex and 
Mr. Gray brought the car toa stop 
Well, we're here, Ellie," he said, trying 
valiantly to get some joy im his voice. 
When Mrs. Gray made no reply, he got 
out of the car and walked round to her 
side and opened her door. “Smell this 
air.” he said as he helped her out, "Per- 
fume.” He could feel her hand trembling. 


Mrs. Gray obediently took a deep 
breath and then she screamed. 
A black man emerged from the dark. 


He looked enormous. M 
He looked quickly to set 
machete. 

"Good evening.” the m 
“Im Rusty. I'm here to help you unlo 


Gray stilfened. 
if the man had a 


n said politel 
d: 


You've got to admit it, Ellie. this is a 
little paradise.” Mr. Gray said. 

They had just finished breakfast on the 
terr ay lit a cigar. Below them 
was а golf course and even at this carly 
hour, they could sec players and the 
caddies. The sun had risen early and pure 
and the sky was untainted. Directly in 
front of the terrace was a large flame tree 
d üny forktailed doctorbirds were 
dipping their Jong beaks in the nectar 
of the bursting orange-red flowers and as 
they whirled around. the sun brought 
light to their iridescent breasts so they 


looked like floating jewels. There were 

gel's-trumpet trees with their great 
flowers hanging upside down and ol 
der and bougainvillaea and Rusty w 
work watering and he waved to them 
he passed. 

“Ics funny,” Mrs. Gray said. She had 
not slept well and she looked tired. 

"Whars funny?” Mr. Gray puffed 
gently on his cigar and took in the view 
and sipped the superb Jamaican coffee. 

“You know, the things vou usually hate 
to listen to, the things that usually dis- 
turb you, loud radios, people talking, 
pulling in and out. I was so happy to 
hear all those things last night. They had 
a party somewhere in the building going 
on half the night. I loved every sound 
of it" 

t's all going to work out just fin 
Mr. Gray said. "Now, you just give the 
irl an idea of what we want for din 
and then we'll take olf for the bea 

Mr. Gray tinkled the little table bell 
and when the young girl who was to be 
their cook and housekeeper c 
Mrs, Gray questioned her about he 
ties and was pleased with what she hi 
‘The girl, a light-skinned Jamaican with a 

hy face, said that the traditional fint 
meal in Jamaica was chicken, prepared 
jn the native mauner. Mr. and Mis. Gray 
agreed to that. 

The Grays left the house just a little be- 
fore 11. The villages on the way down 
were almost deserted and didn't at 
seem as menacing as they had the eve 
before. Mr. Gray now was quite accus 
tomed to driving on the left. He felt the 
warmth of the sun. He felt very good this 
morning and he was pleased to sce that 
Mrs. Gray was losing that bleak look. 

Mr. Gray, in bathing trunks, w. 
outside the ladies dressing room 


t the 


“1 feel a little hypocritical doing a fertility dance 
so soon after my vasectomy.” 


beach club. There were already m 
men, women and children o 


shade trees. He looked at the water with 
is multiple shades of bluc. He saw that a 


nd had made the water a placid lagoo 
i h children were splashing and 
nd playing. Beyond the reef he 
could sec people snorkeling and when 
they stood up. he saw that the water rc- 
mained shallow for a long distance. 

“This is lovely,” Mrs. Gray said. 

He turned with a мап. He had not 
heard her come out. "Now, remember 
he said as they walked onto the bead 
“you must be very careful of this trop 


al 
sun. No more than fifteen minutes on 


each side to start." He laughed. "Tropical 


sun. 1 wonder what the people in New 
York are doing today.” 
There was a small canteen on the 


beach and the man in charge of it a 
ranged two chaise longues for them close 
to one of the shade trees, so that they 
could get out of the sun when they 
wanted to. They baked for a few 
and then Mr. Gray could сотай 
no longer and he got up 
the water. A moment latc 
joined him. The water was exactly 
not too hot or cold, and the Gi 
and swam and when they looked at cach 
other, they beamed. 

As they walked ba to their beach 
chairs, Mrs, Gray, watching four at 
tive young people playing shuffleboard, 
said, "You were quite right this morn 
Robert. This place is a small paradis 

Mr. Gray looked at her and smiled. 
There was nothing in the world he more 
wanted to hea 

They moved the chairs under the wee 
and stretched out again and presently 
Mr. Gray was dozing peacefully. He w 
wakened when he heard his wife call his 
name. He sat up and looked at what she 

stari 

A tall. slender, ext atly beautiful 
young white woman was coming onto the 
Jı accompanied by two black 
men seemed an endl 
тез», 
skimpiest of trunks, h 
jockst The men were hed 
cled and walked like cats. Their h: 
twisted in tiny locks and w 
blond and the tiny, tight, yellow locks 
gave their faces a shocking abnormality. 

“They allow blacks here,” Mrs. Gray 
said as а statement. 

“How could they 


ips. 


o?" Mr. Gray was 


“Not so loud, Ellie. 
“Theyre those people. We were 
warned about them. That crazy sect. 


Ше. 


as Tafari. They're not crazy, 
‘They're a religious group. 
“They murder and. smoke marijuana 


Now- The American 

Mt that's lighter 
ÆA than Scotch, 
smoother than 
Canadian. 


Tonight, try Crow Light’s 
а 


new kind of taste... 
satisfying — yet gentle 
enough to savor 
drink after drink. 


Crow Light Whis 18 У; 


LIGHT WHISKEY + EIGHTY PROOF - CROW OISTILLERY COMPANY = LOUISVILLE. KENTUCKY 


L—A— | 


S00 THEDAWN'S 911 ATOUCH OF 916 SEX& DRUGS 909 THE TRUE 836 THE FRIENDS 927 HUSTLING 823 FIELDS FOR 932 WOMEN & SEX 


EARLY LIGHT DANGER Robert A. Wilson SOUND OF MUSIC OF EDDIE COYLE Gail Sheehy PRESIDENT Leah Cahen Schaefer 
Walter Lord James Jones (Pub Price 58.95) Нап Fantel George V. Higgins (Pub. Price S795) М. C. Fields (Pub. Price $8.95) 
(Pub. Price S8 50) (Pub, Price S795)  Turn-ons, turn-offs, (РОБ Price $7.95) (Pub. Price $6.95) Shocking, true (Put. Price 55. 30 women reveal aff to 
Exciting. gripping Spine-tingling novel thrills, dangers; Superb guide to Tense underworld accounts of He wrote it fumselt! female psychotherapist 
story of War ol 1812 about private eye the complete picture soundequipment ^ novel Bestseller — prostitution in N.Y 


for the home 


4 i» Ч — 
TEN 4 The, ‘ening in 
MI i Mafia Byzantium 
iC ДЕ isnot 7 
Afr ic FL IRWIN SILW 
^ Epp 
= неког. со: 
| кк чш 
- 4 ж 
931 THE EIGER 930 ELLIE 786 HOW TO TALK 796 THE MAFIA 888 HOW I MADE 907 EVENING IN 915 HOW TO BE 897 GREAT 
SANCTION Herbert Kastle DIRTY AND ISNOT AN EQUAL A MILLION BYZANTIUM FUNNY IN YOUR BUSINESS 
Тгеуапіап (Pub. Price S7 95) INFLUENCE PEOPLE OPPORTUNITY DOLLARS WITH Irwin Shaw OWN LIFETIME OISASTERS. 
(Pub. Price 56:05) Suspenselul, erotic Lenny Bruce EMPLOYER IOEAS (Pub. Price 57.95) ВШ Adler Isadore Barmash, Ed. 
Novel of intrigue, revel of obsessive (Pub. Price $6.00) Nicholas Gage George J. Abrams — Drama-packed novel (Pub. Price $7.95) (Pub. Price 579 
revenge, murder, sex love Confessions and (Pub. Price $5.95) (Pub. Price Sos) ol film producer by Over 1000 jokes. Swindlers, bunglers 
accusations Organized crime He telts you how master storyteller wit sharpener for lraucs im indusiiv 
ШЕЛ today exposed с to do the same every occasion 
V 859 THE WHALE 926 THE RAPE OF THE A*P*E* 
Jacques-Yves Cousteau and Philippe Diolé (* American *Puritan *Ethic) 
(Pub. Price $9.95) Allen Sherman 
Close-up living with giants of the seas. (Pub. Price $9.95) 
Magniticently illustrated. A hilarious history 


Jacques 877 PLAYBOY'S of the sex revolution 
Cousteau BOOK OF GAMES 


Edwin Silberstang 

(Pub. Price $8.95) چچ يسڪ‎ 
Handbook for the 
Sophisticated gambler 


706 MOTORCARS OF 
THE GOLOEN PAST 
Text by Ken Purdy 
Photos by 

Tom Burnside 

(Pub. Price $30.00) 

100 rare and exciting 
vehicles in full Color 
(Counts as two books) 


AN 
AMERICAN 
DEATH 


863 THE ART OF 
SENSUAL MASSAGE n 
Inkeles, Todris & 


coe MEINE 882 A SURGEON'S 
x (Pub. Price $7 95) WORLD 
WW M d Explicit pholographic Wiliam A. Nolen, M.D. 
[or guide (Pub. Price $7.95) 


Frank, fascinating, 
818 THE ASSASSINS 842 AN AMERICAN + с 
ab wes во AN eye-opening account 


(Pub. Price $7.95) Gerold Frank 809 PLAYBOY'S HOST 


Роме bestzeling (Fb, prica $1000) & BAR BOOK 
novel he killing and. Мег cf Thomas Mario 
“Shocking, ne (Pub. Price $12.95) 
ý For the Superhost— 
Illustrated 


(Counts as two books) 


ЕЕЕ 


b 


929 NORTH DALLAS 


923 BLOODLETTERS 921 NFL'S OFFICIAL 855 MY LIFE AND 840 THE COMPLETE 819 THE NEW YORK FORTY 

AND BADMEN ENCYCLOPEDIC TIMES IMMORTALIA TIMES GUIDE TO Peter Gent 

Jay Robert Nash HISTORY OF PROFES- Henry Miller Harold H. Hart SPECTATOR SPORTS (Pub. Price $7.95) 
(Pub. Price $10.95) SIONAL FOOTBALL (Pub. Price $17.95) (Pub. Price $12.5 Leonard Koppett 

Greatest one-volume (Pub, Price 514.95) All-out living, Bawdy belly-aughs: (Pub. Price $7.95) Brutal, tunny, great 
collection of American Authentic, exciting. vital — loving, writing— jokes, verse, songs Ротемемег< hard pro football novel 
Criminals; 640 pages. for every lan; hundreds Deluxe, illustrated (Counts as two books) book-25 sports 

325 illustrations of photos volume 


(Counts as two Looks) (Counts as two books) (Counts as two books) 


THE ŞEX BOOK 


ттт ктей 


894 THE SUPERCOPS 
L. H. Whittemore 
«Pub. Price $7.95) 
True story of the 

two toughest cops 

in the U.S. 


784 THE SEX BOOK 
Goldstein, Haeberle 
E McBride 

(Pub. Price $9.95) 
Pictorial encyclopedia 
— revolutionary" 
bestseller 


817 THE DRAGON 
AND THE PHOENIX 
Eric Chou 

(Pub. Price $8.95) 
Chinese sex, then, 
row and how 


917 О JERUSALEM! 
Larry Collins and 
ique Lapierre 
(Pub. Price $10.00) 
The dramatic bestseller 
about the '48 war: 
Illustrated 


А253 


757 SEX AMERICAN 884 CAPTAIN 
STYLE 

(Pub. Price $7 50) 
From PLAYBOY 


BLIGH AND 

MR. CHRISTIAN 
Richard Hough 
(Pub. Price 51000) 
The men and the 
mutiny- Illustrated 


"eq 7A 


ED 


928 THE SINGLE MAN'S. dose 
INDISPENSABLE GUIDE 
Е HANDBOOK 

Раш Gilletia 

(Pub. Price $8.50) 
Without ity you те 

ust not with it 


870 THE PLAYBOY 
GOURMET 

Thomas Mario 

(Pub, Price $14.95) 
Delighting the 
sensuous palate— 
Wustrated 

(Counts as two books) 


875 IM OK— 
YOU'RE OK 

‘Thomas А. Harris, M.D. 
(Pub. Price S5 95) 

The No T bestseller 


727 THE MOVIES. 
Richard Griffith and 
Arthur Mayer 

(Pub. Price $19.95) 
Movie history 1300 
photos 

(Counts as two books) 


881 THE GREAT 
RACING CARS 

& DRIVERS 

Charles Fox 

(Pub. Price $17.95) 
The top thrills trom 
1914 to today—with 
240 action pholos 
(Counts as мо books) 


903 KILLER 
Autobiography of a 
Hit Man for the Mafia 


Dave Fisher 


(Pub. Price $8.95) 
From “muscle work" to 
murder! Chilling, true 
story of crime network 


п you enjoy 
PLAYBOY, 
you belong in the 


Plaubo 
Bock Cub 


Introductory offer: Choose 
any 4 books for only $1.95 


(value up to $50.00) when you 
agree to become a member of the Playboy Book Club 


Just as PLAYBOY is different from all other 
magazines, Playboy Book Club is different from all other 
book clubs. It is a book club designed by our editors to 
match your tastes, your life-style, your point of view. 
In the pages of PLAYBOY we bring you the finest 
and most provocative articles and fiction by many of 
the world's most prominent writers. Now we will make 
available to you—at significant savings—what we consider 
the most candid, contemporary, swinging and thought- 
provoking books of permanent value published this year. 
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and rob,” Mrs. Gray whispered. “I know 
all about them. 

“From your bridge friends?” 

"Let's get out of here.” 

“Now, Elli ad 

"The two men were performing a kind 
of ritual, a dance, a happy movement, a 
gentle swaying of their torsos, waving 
their arms sinuously. The ravishing white 
woman looked at them with love. 

“IE you don't take me away Irom here 
immediately, II leave by myself,” Mrs. 
Gray said. She w: ly on her feet 

"There was the usual afternoon crowd. 
Pineapple Place. Mr. and Mrs. Gray 
1 popped in and out of some of the 
duty-free shops and had seen 
thought they would order delivered to 
their plane when they departed. They 
d. since leaving the beach, acquired 
broad-brimmed straw hats, and Mrs. Gray 
appeared to have recovered from her at 
tack of nerves. The owner of the shop 
where they bought the hats had pressed a 
cold rum drink into Mr. Gray’ па and, 
though Mr. Gray seldom drank before 
evening, he did not want to be rude. He 
drank the drink, which was surprisingly 
good, and which made him feel. when 
they left the shop and got back into the 
sun, a little lightheaded. So much so that 
when they sat down at a table in the 
open-air restaurant, he ordered another 
rum drink. He ignored Mrs. Gray's ques- 

arning looks. 

Presently they ordered sandwiches and 
Mr. Gray tasted and approved the local 
beer and had a second bottle. He looked 
around and liked what he saw. 

“Well, you can't say there aren't a lot of 
white faces around here, Ellie," he said. 

“Thank God for small blessings,” Mrs. 
y said. 

The rum and be ought Mr. Gray to 
a philosoph: id. “You mi 
judge this island in a proper frame of 
reference.” 

“Please don’t get started on frame of 
reference,” Mrs. Gray said. “I know you 
are famous for your frames of reference, 
but please don't get started on it here. 
Mrs. Gray, despite herself, thought again 
about those hideous men on the be 
and she shivered in the sunlight. 

“It’s the only fair way to assess any- 
thing,” Mr. Gray 


ert.” She started to take another bite of 
her sandwich and then stopped. “My 
God, Robert, look at him. And he seems 
to be coming over here.” 

Mr. Gray, amiable from alcohol and 
tropical ambience, looked up from under 
the wide brim of his hat to see a slender 
n in a bright shirt and tight 


nying 
g a stick up and down 
хі bamboo. 


himself x: sa 


aid ina 
ng out 


“Look at his hair," Mrs. Gray 
voice she might have used in poini 
the Devil's tail, “He's another one.” 


Donald Gordon was in а very joyful 
mood that day. He had had a fantastic 
night with a new litde girl and he ha 
Joaded a large amount of junk to tourists 
that morning and he saw the crowd at the 
restaurant and anticipated more sales 
and, best of all, he could see at one of the 
ables his friends, the Wests, who waved 
to him as he approached. 

He early on picked out the middle- 
aged couple sitting at one of the tables. 
He liked what he saw. The woman was 
dressed properly for her age and the man 
was wearing slacks and had no cam- 
era—all this endeared them to Donald. 
He sashayed over to their table and sat 
down. 

“He 


, you with the big hats,” he said in 
a manner of singing. “You think you in 
Mexico?” He laughed at his own humor 
and then he “Greetings and wel- 
come to Jamaica. I have some very special 
things to show you.” He did not, for the 
moment. Instead, he started to sing Yel- 
low Bird, scraping the stick up and down, 
Mis. Gray sat transfixed, her sandwich 
still in her fingers. She might have been 
caught in the act of eating by some 
ble agent of petrifaction, doomed to 
n in that fossilized state forever. 
“Would you lovely Americans 
ins 
p the notched 


wanted to tell her hus- 
band to get the check, but her throat was. 


Donald. 

"How 
two dollars and fifty cents, American." 

"No, thank. you," Mr. Gray said. The 
black man's face scemed to move slightly 
out of focus and he blinked his 
and felt he had had too much sun. 
Robert,” Mrs. Gray said. She didn’t 
quite say it. She almost got it out. 

Donald took a fatter piece of bamboo 
out of his pocket and set it on the table. 
He raised and lowered it swiftly. Mrs. 
Gray screamed. She screamed inside. No 
sound emerged 

“Now black man not look so bad, hey: 
Donald «оцей. 

“No, thank you,” Mr. Gray said for the 
third time, disgusted and deeply offend- 
ed by what he had just seen and heard. 
Could he, dare he ask a native of the 
country to leave? 

“Why not?” Donald demanded, wid- 
ng his eyes madly. 

An answer came automatically to Mr 
Gray's lips. "It's too expen he said, 
although the black man had named по 
price for the revolting little gadget. 
Expensivel” Donald exploded. “How 


much you pay for that crazy hat, mon? 
hree dollars,” Mr. Gray said, why, he 
didn't know. 

“Three dollars! And that ain't expen- 

sive, moi Donald raised the 
and the absurd phallus shot out. He let 
the monstrosity remain exposed longer 
than usual, because he could see that the 
American Jady was profoundly shocked. 
“You getting to like black man better and 
better, my lady?" he inquired. 
‘Stop that," Mr. Gray said. The loud- 
ness of his voice caught him by surprise. 
He glanced around to see if anyone had 
noticed. 

“Expensive? What you pay for that 
sandwich, mon?" Donald asked, jigsling 
the bamboo up and down, so that the 

popped in and out, quivering on 
ng. 

“Stop that,” Mr. Gr 
ping the tabletop. 

Donald, feeling just finc, raised and 
lowered the bamboo. He knew it often 
made women p, but he also knew they 
secretly loved the thrill it gave them. 

“Stop that!” Mr. Gray no longer cared 
who heard him. "Stop that!" 

“Hey, mon, you crazy?” Donald 
and lowered the bamboo and peered at 
Mr. Gray with interest. 

“Stop that filthy display! Get out of 
here!" Mr. Gray shouted. 

“You get out of here, mor 
said, vastly pleased with the way things 
were going. “I live here.” He raised and 
Jowered the bamboo, 

“Get the hell out of here! 
lurched to his feet and reached out for 
the neck of the beer bottle. “Get the hell 
out of here, you goddamned п 

His fingers closed on the bottle. 
cocked his arm. 
1 chair and. 


phallu 


ay repeated, grip- 


Mr. Gray 


nd he 
nd there was the scraping 
hand grabbed Mr. Gray's 
wrist. Mr. Gray tried to free himself, but 
the hand held him fast. 
“Have you lost your n 
Amei 


slack. Donald, who had 
his chair, slowly got to his feet and nod- 
ded to his friend, Mr. West, who still was. 
gripping Mr. G wrist, Donald col- 
lected his souvenirs and walked 
shook his head as two of the tourist guides 
rushed to help him, He shook his head 
and waved them back wearily. He 
stepped down into the road and walked 
ay. He walked hea 


man. 
Mr. West released Mr. G 
Gray sank back into his s 


y and Mr. 
- He looked 
‘ound as though he were coming out of 


unconsciousness. His 1 
pressed his finger: 


1 ached and he 
to his temples. He saw 
that everybody was staring at him, He saw 
that his wife was staring at him. He want- 
ed to know why he had done what he had 
done, He wanted to ask Mrs. Gray. He 
ated to ask anyone. 
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Jest Polka (continued from page 136) 


floor. He rises slowly and staggers across 
the toom. 

SCHNEIDER: Where are you going? 

nranvo: To the john. 

He gocs into the bathroom and closes 
the door. She gets up and runs to the 
door. 

SCHNEIDER (calling to him): I'm sorry 
if I disappointed you. This is all new to 
me. 

BRANDO (offstage): Stop bugging me. ГЇЇ 
be out in a minute. 

SCHNEIDER: No, you must hate me. I 
can't stand to have you hate me. 

She throws open the door. He is sitting 
on the john fully clothed. 

SCHNEIDER: You are a doubl 

BRANDO rises from the john. 

BRANDO: False alarm. Now you're going 
to take a bath. 

He fills the tub with water and signals 
her lo get in. She does. While she stands 
in the tub, he begins to soap her. Her 
knees, her thighs, her buttocks, her bac 
her breasts and her neck. When he feels 
she is sufficiently soaped, he stops and 
inspects her. 

SCHNEIDER: Now what? 


nit freak_ 


BRANDO: Now I'm coming in with you. 

He goes into the tub, still fully dressed, 
and stands next to her. 

вкАхро: OK, you wash me. 

She takes asponge and soaps his trouser 
cuffs, his inseams, his fly, his jacket pock- 
ets, his buttonholes and both of his lapels. 
Then he sinks down into the tub and 
begins to rinse the soap off his suit. As he 
splashes about for a while, he begins to 
get noticeably aroused. 

nRANDO (with desperate passion): Now 
give it to me. 


SCHNEIDER: Give you what? 

RRANDO: What the hell do you thin 
My duck. 

She is stupefied. 

BRANvO: For s sake, get 
duck. It's over there in the closet. 

Disbelievingly, she gets out of the tub. 
and sloshes to the closet. 

E: This is the end. A grown 
man playing in the bath with a rubber 
du 
She opens the closet door 
loud “Quack-quack.” 


ne my 


We hear a 


"I know what we need. 


Hartford, honey . . 
- that's what we need . 
. we need a change of расе... 


of pace . 
расе . 


il Just came lo me.. 


. we need a change 


we need a change of 


what do you think about that . . . I mean about a change 


of pace... 


don’t you think we 


need a change of pace?" 


BRANDO: Wh 
10 me. 

She leans into the closet and comes out 
with a live duck. She looks at it incredu- 
lously for a moment, then throws it into 
the tub at вклхоо and storms out of the 
bathroom. 

сот TO а crowded street. BRANDO is 
peering anxiously at the passing pedes- 
trians. Suddenly, SCHNEIDER appears. 
They see cach other simultaneously and 
she begins to run from him. He chases 
her for a block and finally grabs her arm. 

mRANDO: Where were you? I've been 
looking for you 

SCHNEIDER: Leave me alone. 

BRANDO: Hey, what's with you? Oh, of 
course, You're jeal Look, that duck 
doesn’t mean anything to me. 1 caught 
her on the rebound after a bad scene with 
a pigeon. 

She breaks away from him and sprints 
down the street with him in pursuit. She 
suddenly stops at a building. There is a 
sign outside that reads: 206'S POLKA PAL- 
ACE... NATIONAL CHAMPIONSHIPS TODAY. 
In an effort to elude him, she dashes into 
the building. But he spies her and follows 
her inside. Cur то inside the polka palace. 
Men and women in colorjul folk costumes 
with numbers on their backs ave doing an 
energetic polka, while judges walk among 
them, eliminating various teams. SCHNEE 
ver bursts into the hall, followed a few 
seconds later by w&xpo. He looks around 
and can't spot her. Suddenly, four men 
walk into the hall, wearing green eye- 


t rubber? Quick, give it 


shades, One is carrying a bridge table, 
another is carrying chips апа playing 
cards. 


AN): Polka cham: 
Н 


The MAN mouths ап “Oh” and the 
four leave the hall. BANDO sees scuner 
DER, runs up to her and catches her 
again by the arm. 

BRANDO (shouting above the music): 


Look, 1 gotta talk to you 
А MAN nearby turns to Bravo with his 
finger over his lips. 
Man: Have you no respect? Talk- 


ing during our national dance. Is un- 
Albanian. 

RANDO: Sorry. 

BRANDO stands ab attention with his 
hand over his heart until the end of the 
dance. Then he seizes SCHNEIDER again, 
rads Пет to а table and pushes her down 
into a chair. 

sc 


t keep up a re- 
lationship with someone I don't know 


uxanvo; OK, you want it, you'll get it. 
(Ashamed to look at her, he turns his eyes 
from hers and plunges painfully into his 
past) 1 was brought up on m outside 
Boise. My old man was a sick son of a 
bitch. (Her eyes soften and she tenderly 
s his hand in hers) He used to come 
in from the fields every night, cold sober, 


and kiss my old lady for no reason at 
all. 

SCHNEIDER (knowing what he is obvious- 
ly going through): You really don't have 
Ioan 

Brando: Now I want to. (returning to 
his story) Then the two of them would 
start working over us kids, Thats all it 
was, kissing day and night. Our checks 


were rubbed raw 
SCHNEIDER (alarmed): Please don't tor- 
ture yourself 
вклхпо: No, I gotta let it all hang out 
When I was 12, I ran away from home 
took me to 


But the old man found me, 
the woodshed and gave me the hugging 
of my life. (He begins (0 cry) Do you 
know what that kind of thing can do to 
an impressionable farm boy who's just 
getting interested in sheep? 

She nods, puts her finger on his lips io 
stop him from going on and kisses away 
his tears. 

SCHNEIDER: Let's dance. 

They walk onto the floor and begin to 
polka, Suddenly, three judges walk over 
to them. 

FIRST JUDGE: I'm sorry, but you'll have 
to get off the dance Moor. 

SECOND JUDGE: You are not contestants, 
and besides, you are not dressed properly. 

BRANDO: like the way I'm 
dressed? Is this any better? 

He drops his trousers and exposes his 
bare buttocks to the judge. Then he picks 


You don't 


up his pants and drops them two more 
limes, exposing himself lo the other 
judges. SCHNEIDER is horrified. АЙП the 
sympathy built up for him in the past few 
minutes dissipates itself 

SCHNEIDER: I can't believe you. Have 
you ever exposed yourself before in 
public? 

ueanvo: I never even exposed myself 
in private. 

SCHNEIDER: 
me or anyone else again. 

She dashes [or the door 

BRANDO (chasing after her): What hu 
miliare? I just created a new dance craze. 

We PAN the dance hall. All the polka 
dancers are joyfully dancing lo the music 
and then interspersing the steps with dis- 
plays of their bare buttocks. The specta 
tors on the side lines ате applauding and. 
cheering wildly, and there is no doubt to 
even the most casual passer-by that in no 
lime the dance will sweep Albania 
TO the apartment, SCHNEIDER is 


standing with her back against the door. 


1 won't let you humiliate 


cur 


The door [lies open, sending her across 
the room. BRANDO rushes in. She takes a 
gun from her purse and fires at him, He 
crumples to the floor. She kneels by his 
side. 

scuwrmrR. (sobbing): What 
done? I'm sorry. So terribly sorry 

BRANDO stirs. He isn't dead yet. 

вклхро (weakly): Belore I go, there's 
one thing you must do for me. 


have I 


SCHNEIDER (eagerly): Anything, 

BRANDO: Go get the butter. 

scuxeiper (startled by the request) 
Bu 

BRANDO (forcefully): Get the butter. 

She goes into (he. kitchen and comes 
out wilh a large vat. With 
strength, he strips off her clothes, lays her 
n on the floor and once again 


Then 


renewed 


face do 
covers her entire back with butter 
he mounts her 

suANDO: This is the way I always 
dreamed of going. You understand, don't 
you? 


scuntiper (belween sobs): Of course, 
darling. I understand 

He begins to moz but he 
doesn't seem to be making any progress. 

BKANDO: Something's wrong. 

SCHNEIDER; Whats the matter? 
Its not working 
worked with butter before. Are you sure 
this is butter 

sciixtiprR: Of course I'm sure 
I dont think its butter. I 
think it's margarine. 

SCHNEIDER: I tell you it's butter. 

Suddenly, a huge crown appears on her 
head. He vips it off. 

miAxDO: I knew it was goddamn mar 
garine. 

He dies with a broken 
FADE то black. 


w on her 


BRANDO: 


Jt always 


BRANDO: 


heart as we 
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DARKEST AFRICA роп page 162) 


predation. Mutztions of neutral value 
eventually disappeared because they 
didn't improve their owners’ chances of 
survival beyond the average. Bur muta- 
tions that enhanced survival improved 
their owners" chances of reproducing. 
And since all tommies had horizontal 
Stripes on their sides, the stripes must 
have enhanced and continued to enhance 
their chances of survival. The tommies 
ran by fits and starts, zigzagging and leap- 
ing into the air, and when they leaped 
into the air, the stripe tipped up and 
down in a way that distracted my at 
tention from the outline of the animal 
and the direcuon of its movement. And. 
if 1 was distracted, so would other 
predators be. 

The zebra's drama 
and so uniform i they look to be the 
work of an avant-garde designer, also origi 
nated in random mutation, but I didn't 
understand their survival value until 1 
found an explanation in a book by the 
nii behaviorist Jane van Lawick- 
Goodall. “We were again struck," she 
wrote in Innocent Killers, "by the effec- 
tiveness of the zebra's stripes as 


markings, so bold. 


fiage in the moonlight. On the open 
plains, in the daytime, the zebra stands 
out clearly, but at dawn and dusk, or 
when the лоо ng, he becomes 

d the hyena 


except that I was a 
corge Dove's, 


pproach- 
nd beyond Dove's 
Gorge, 


ing 
camp 20 miles or so was Olduv 
one of the world's two or threc best sites 


for finding the fossil remains of carly 
men, and if there was one thing that early 
men shared. with the animals, one thing 
that differentiated early men from mod- 
ern men, it was the fact that they adapted 
to the environment as animals still do, 
changing themselves. That was why their 
brain size had increased. For all the ad- 
ances of modern man, for all his technol- 
ogy and philosophy 1t, the size of hi 
adn't changed in 1,000,000 years. 

її need to. Instead of changing 
m aged the world. By 


€ of his own irrati 
choices. 


“There goes a pliable young mind I'd like to mold.” 


We turned off the main Serengeti track. 
and drove through an open forest of 
thorn trees, the car lurching over pits and 
piles of dusty white rock. but the camp 
was worth it, a spacious lodge of rock and 
poles and thatch with a prefabricated 
water tower before it and a private house 
attached to one side and a row of tents 
running off to the west and a lake shini 
ance, Lake Laga 
that was the source of the 
water that carved Olduvai. George Dove 
came out to look us over and decided he 
approved and we were admitted for the 
He was an Englishman of consider 
able bulk with a full blond beard and 
waxed mustachios easily ten inches long 
that he moved around like range-finding 
antennae as he talked, sometimes poi 
ing them out to the sides, sometimes 
imes up in the air 
ears. Dove had been in Afri- 
7 years, since he was four or five years 
and there was litle he hadn't seen. 
ned on the Mau highlands in 
he'd hunted with Hemingway 
(and thought him а better fisherman 
th t hunter, he said); he'd seen control 
change hands from Euro- 
nd now in middle age 
he had outlasted most of the others and 
become one of the last of his kind, the 
white-hunter kind. Meeting him was а 
privilege, as meeting Jim Bridger or Jede- 
diah Smith would be. 

The hotair balloon was gone and so 
was the wildebecst migration, but Dove 
described the passage of the animals 
through his camp. Guided by the old 
cows. who seem to remember the route 
m year to year (and wildebeest exude 
wax from their hooves to mark their 
wails), the wildebeest migrate around 
and through Lake Lagaja, with a great 
loss of calves. This time, said Dove, at 
least 1500 calves had drowned in the 
Кез undrinkable water. He had every 
bloody vulture in East Africa out there 
and he spent days hauling the carcasses 
out of the water. The lions and hye 
went to work on the herd as it passed, too, 
and the lions got into killing frenzies. 
down a wildebeest and not even 
g on it in their urge to knock down 
another. Dove's story indicated that the 
imaly mechanisms weren't up to the 
situation: The wildcbeest. panicked 1 
the lions and hyenas, started sw 
and the calves started drowning: the 
predators, overwhelmed by the sheer mass 

а ted kill- 
id couldn't stop. T hey were like au 
tomatic n s that had gone out of 
nd begun ing the за 
grams over and over. 

Dove lived among the wild beasts of 
the Serengeti and had come to think of 
them as his charges. The next day he 
went olf to Seronera Lodge in the center 

Î the park and cadged a huge bulldozer. 
In the early evening, ax we sat over beer, 


miming 


c pro- 


Switch from what youre used to. 
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“We may be the last of our species. They've just 
passed some real tough sodomy laws.” 


we could hear the distant rumble of the 
big flatbed truck bringing the bulldoze 


back across the track. Dove would put it 
to use enlarging a catch basin he had 
buil, an artifical water hole that the 


Serengeti animals could use when their 
other sources of [resh water dried up. 
And I d recently trained а mob 
of lions to. hunt, a story he told with 
gusto. A scattering of half-starved young 
les had turned up at his front door one 
day. Dove brought in а tommy and 
stuffed the meat with antibiotics and fed 
the lions. In the process they got to 
know his voice and his car, None of them 
knew how to hunt and they had gotten to- 
gether somehow in mutual incompetence. 
Dove taught them to follow his car by 
feeding them from it. When they were up 
10 strength, he Jed them out to а herd of 
tommies. keeping the car between them 
and the gazelles, and then he gutshot а 
tommy and moved the car out of the way. 
The lions sensed 
ng with the animal and bounded ove 
t down, looking, Dove said, 
пу clumsy kittens. He kept up 
and many repetitions later 
they had learned to stalk healthy tommies 
ith the car as cover. Then he p 
car out of the way for the 
they hunted on their own. He expected to 
k when the long rains were 


ave li 


t something w 


over and drought once again concen- 
trated the game. 

Night and carly morning were the 
times at Dove's camp. The tents һай win- 
dow flaps that could be opened to the 
dill night air and the bright African 
moon and the metal cots were piled with 
blankets and in the distance the a 
med the shore of the lake. I got up be 
fore dawn and went out. The grass was 
ntly touched with dew and the sky with 
light. Two hyenas loped along the lake 
shore; one saw me and turned and came 
my w 1 then must ken my 
smell, because it turned and loped on 
with its partner. Its smell did not come to 
me nor did I hear it laugh, though the 
ir had made enough noise during the 
night te ch of meat th 
Dove had hung in a tree near the lodge 
The flattopped thorn trees stood silhou- 
erted against the reddening sky and the 
ght sculpted with shadow the 
H-white skull of an elephant that 
Dove had propped up on posts agai 
tree beside the lodge, the lodge c'osed up 
now with cinvas flaps covering th 
breczeways of the porch outside the bar 
On that glowing morning it seemed to me 
that the early men who lived here once 
long ago would have felt immens 
dence as they woke 10 the S 
as much confidence as the lions felt that 


ave ta 


sta 


Thad seen a few mornings before, the con- 
fidence all creatures feel that have mas- 
tered their work, So much of the lore 
of archacology concerned man timorous 
before the powers of nature. vet the rec- 
ord and the evidence argued at least 
convincingly for man bo'd. Richard 
Leakey had said as much in one of his 
The most numerous ini 
s at Lake Rudolf were those 
of Australopithecus. And then 1 ficed 
away from the lodge and toward the 
and watched the sun come up ove 
scape that bore hardly а mark. of civiliza 
imdred miles. 


Olduy me. in the heat of 
morning, surprised me. 1 had expected to 
find ong hills, but 


down below the flat surface of the Sere 
geti iself, lower than the level of the 


compared to that mighty excava- 
s a tabletop model compares to the 
real thing—it was 25 miles long and sev- 
1 hundred feet wide, with a few isolar- 
ed Buttes that must once have been islands 
midstream rising up between the walls, 
for the gorge had been cut by a river that 
flowed from Lake Lagaja. Once the land 
that now was Olduvai Gorge had been 
covered with lava. Later it was the shore 
of a | et the lake partly 
drained and then completely drained and 
in geologically recent times the land had 
been as flat as tl 
plain until the river cut the gor 
posed the layers down to the lav 
The fossils began washing out of the walls 
thea, carbonized to a slate gray that con- 
wased boldly with Ше bull of the lake 
sediment. In 1911, a German butterfly 
collector had found fossils at Olduvai and 
carted them back to Berlin, and it was at 
the Berlin Museum, after. World War 
One, that young Louis Leakey of Kenya 
had first seen them. Back in Kenya in 
1932. he mounted an expedition and 
began the work that was to consume his 
life and that still occupies Mary Leakey 
Tull tine. In 1973, Olduvai was no longer 
the hot c 
ogy. Mary 
Rudolf had c 
by uncovering the remai 
hominids there in the past 
Dove, for one, thought th 
finds would be M. y 
perhaps that was friendship 
and that Olduvai was where E: 
paleontology began. 

Mary Leakeys workers w 
ing th 


ter of East African paleontol- 
t Lake 


of nearly 90 
ive years. But 
t the ultimate. 
y Leakey 


complet 

g the excavation of an extraordinary 
new site. A young African guide n. 
Abdullah took me to see it. The bones of 
a giant Pleistocene pig lay around two 
bowl-shaped depressions in the stone that 
once was mud. The depressions were the 
¢ of peck baskets and their sides were 
rked with gouges that might have been 
made by fingers scraping away the mud to 


med 
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shape the bowls. I put my fingers into the 
gouges and they fitted. Each bowl had a 
channel dug out leading into it from 
what had once been the lake shore. Ab- 
dullah had overheard Dove and Leakey 
speculating on the uses of thc mud bowls 
and was convinced that the bowls, filled 
th salt water from the lake, served Aus- 
tralopithecus or Homo as dunking basins 
for their raw meat. Early hominids in Af- 
rica did not use fire, but every mammal 
the world liked salt, salt water. 

One of the basins was marked with a 
print, an inch deep at the edge of the 
bowl, that might have been the footprint 
a five-year-old child. An adult's foot- 
print had been found farther back in the 
same excavation. The prints evoked the 
scene: a family eating around its salt ba- 
sins, a child playing in the mud, 2,000,000 
years ago. The same sun, the same moon, 
the same Screngeti grass waving on the 
na beyond, but there was something 
different here from anything the world 
had ever seen before, human or near- 
human beings scraping away the mud to 
make the very ground a tool. Two foot- 
prints, two bowls, the bones of a pig: It 
seemed so little, and yet it might have 
been the campsite of Adam and Eve out- 
side the Garden of Eden. Ih 


Уа begun, and everything that. 
worked for us, that made us what we are, 
was summed up in the imprint of that 
one playful foot. 
Something like dl 1 of Eden lay 
nly 40 miles dow ad hard by the 
Loolmalassin Mountains that rose out of 
the Serengeti and marked its eastern 
edge. We drove on from Olduyai and 
then began winding up into the foothills, 
each switchback opening a larger and 
larger view of the great plain below until 
it seemed that we could see halfway across 
Africa, the sky above us huge as space 
nd the land stretching away green and 
brown and trecless to the horizon. Then 
the foothills closed us in and I could no 
longer sce the Serengeti, but around us 
hed green meadows thick with 
dows golden with 
nd wandering 
the meadows were the Masai, tending 
sleck herds of cattle. The air turned cool 
6000 feet and the Masai wrapped them- 
selves close in their carth-colored cloaks 
and they stepped easily from the track as 
they heard the car without 
turning back to acknowledge it. 
L sensed the change in landscape before 
1 saw it, a sense of silence and emptiness 
even in the midst of the rain forest we 
were passing through, and then we 
cleared a hill and Ngorongoro Crater 
opened up before us. Ngorongoro was the 
collapsed caldera of an ancient volcano. 
a circular basin 12 miles wide and 2000 
feet deep. The floor was covered with 
palegreen grass and marked with the 
dark lines of forest that indicated water- 


courses and near the center of the crater 
a lake glowed silver and gold and pink, 
the pink the reflection of vast flocks of 
flamingos that fed there through the day. 
Ngorongoro Crater took my breath away. 

1 checked into the new Ngorongoro 
Wildlife Lodge built into the rim of the 
cater and Peter located a ranger for a 
guide and we inched down Seneto Hill to. 
the crater floor to make a quick circuii 
before dark. The wildebeest were begin- 
g their rutting season and the bulls 
had spread out on the crater floor like 
pawns at mid-game, each occupying a ter- 
ritory of his own design and each at- 
tempting to defend his territory against 
all male intruders while keeping any cows 
that wandered onto it from wandering 
away. Bulls with larger territories, bulls 
more capable of discouraging the 
lust of the cows they collected, were 
to breed more frequently than bulls of 
lesser ability. and thus territory served as 
a specieswide sweepstakes that ensured 
the strength of the race. 

I saw, that afternoon, every kind of 
wild animal—wildebeest. zebra. Grant's 
4 Thomson’s gazelles, eland, lion, hy- 
ckals, elephant and 
affe, hartebeest, 
impa! s cranes, vultures. 
wich, flamingo and dozens of other kinds 
of birds. They lived in every habitat, lake 
shore and swamp, savanna and forest. 
‘They had become so accustomed to с; 
that they hardly moved aside for them; in 
sense, the animals of Ngorongoro 
Crater were tame. Unlike the animals of 
the Serengeti, they did not migrate from 
place to place; somehow, long ago, they 
had found their way up the side of the 
mountain and down the stecp rim into 
this paradise and long since had a nged 
their coexistence with one another. stead- 
ied their populations and settled down to 
feed in peace. If their lives were largely 
automatic, they were at least orderly; 
ture was nothing if she 


os- 


day-to-d 
was not orderly. 

Back at the lodge as the sun set, I found. 
a rare supply of Jack Daniel's at the bar 
and sat down to watch the clouds that 
hung all day on the rim of the crater, held 
back by the heat rising from the s 
floor 2000 feet below, slowly roll in 
es and the crater over until 
morning. It was like watching Eden being 
closed up for the night. Two v 
ive out their lives on the eater. 
nd white man presently 
lived there, in a cabin that the ranger 
had pointed out during the afternoon 
drive—Hugo уап . Jane van 
Lawick-Goodall's husband. who was 
filming a television special on the crater's 
hyenas. The Мап Lawick-Goodalls' work 
Iso began with Louis Leakey. He had be- 
lieved that much could be learned about 
the habits of carly man by studying the 
Is, and when Jane Goodall came ло 


one 


Kenya to work for him, he convinced her 
to go into comparative animal studies. 
She moved to the Gombe Stream Reserve 
in Tanzania and began years of patient 
observation that culminated in her book 
In the Shadow of Man. She covered 
that chimpanzees made and uscd tools, 
that they killed and ate meat on occasion 
that they shared food—quali 
never been attributed to them, q 
that had been reserved exclusively for 
man. The discoveries helped confirm 
man’s origins in the ural world. They 
made it less likely that an astronaut or a 
monolith or a god had turned him on 
Hugo van Lawick came out to work 
with Goodall, photographing the chim- 
panzees, and eventually the two were 
married. Hugo learned the technique of 
observation and note-taking and was 
contributing his own studies of Screngeti 
animals as well as making remarkable 
documentary films for television. His film 
on the wild dogs of the Serengeti had won 
ng ol this year. And. 
ught at Stanford, he 
s working in Ngorongoro Crater film- 
ing the hyena clans there that she had 
previously studied, 
n at his cabin in the crater 
the next morning still rocky from an 
early-morning bout of malaria. The cabin 
had walls of rough-cut planking and 
shelves filled with canned goods of sev- 
I nationalities. and in the windows and 
at the ceiling buzzed the advance guard of 
] n of aggressive African bees. 
Hugo shot at them from time to time w 
п aerosol bomb, but 1 felt the hai 
on the back of my neck. Lions and poi- 
sonous snakes stir me only to а 
but 
wa 


difficult to attend 

Hugo said that he and his wife were 
concerned with discover 
ual behavior of ani 
were studi у 
tists still questioned the object 
their work and the validity of ge 
ing from one animal's idiosynaas 
another's. But they made no attempt to 
generalize, he said, merely to describe ac- 
curately what they saw. It might be, for 


example, that only the Gombe Stream 
chimpanzees ate meat: certainly they 
were an example of a troop of chimpan- 


zees in the beginning stages of meat cat- 
ing, since they did it infrequenuy, in fads. 
But the behavior was no less 
especially for the analogies it suggested to 
early man, who may turned to 
meat eating in just such haphazard fash- 
ion. It was popular for anthropologists to 
picture early man as a hunter, but it was 
as likely, extrapolating from Janes 
zee studies, that early man was a 
gatherer who occasionally, in passing. 
captured small animals and Killed them. 
Chimpanzee life gave a very different pic 
ture of the possible life of early man than 


“Hi, Morgan. How was it in Scandinavia?” 
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did the lurid theories of killer apes stalk- 
ing the bush for prey. Yet when man did 
e up hunting, his behavior must have 
been analogous in some ways to the hunt- 
ing behavior of animals such as wild dogs 
and hyenas. The very fact that early 
Homo hunted big game was proof that he 
hunted in organized groups. Animals that 
hunt alone, such as leopards and chec- 
хаһ, hunt prey smaller than themselves. 
Animal behavior was hedged with in- 
stinctive mechanisms and, in that sense, 
limited. Yet studies of individuality in an- 
imals such as those of the Van Lawick- 
Goodalls illuminated exactly that part 
of the human experience where the rec 
ord was most obscure, the earliest y 
from which the only information to sur. 
vive was the information contained in 
shattered bones and in а few stone tools. 
And work that connected man more fi 
ly to his animal past decreased 
of isolation. Chimpanzees shook hands, 
made tools, shared food: To know that 
ch was to know that man did not dif- 
fer from the animals as greatly as he had. 
once thought but grew out of them as a 
plant grows out of the ground. 


After the interview I rode with Hugo 
in his camera-rigged Land Rover to see 
the hyenas lying in mud puddles ра 
out the heat of the day. They looked 
domestic, the Te s h 
weaning tantrums, a young hyena pol 
its nose from a den to sniff the air blow- 
ing past the car, but I remembered 
Hugo's photographs of the hyena clans 
hunting at night, tearing apart a wilde- 
beest, eating it alive. Such was domestic- 
ity in the wilds. Then Hugo dropped me 
back at the cabin and Pete: 
to Loitokitok Springs in the crater and 
ate lunch fighting off the swooping Afri- 
can kites. And I decided I was ready to 
1470 and that day we left for 
t Lake Manyara, where the 
sleep in the tees, through Arusha, 
Peter changed a tire and I watched 
the May Day parade, and on the tar- 
mac road Kilimanjaro blanketed 
with mist. 

Leakey had caused a white case to be 
built for the skull with portholes for 
viewing. It rested in its case as carefully 
protected as the moon rocks 1 had once 


nd I drove 


past 


"Mrs. Farnsworth, I'd like you to 


meet my husband, Ted, and this 


issome man who got 


stuck on me in Philadelphia." 


seen at the Smithsonian, but it radiated 
an aura more intense than any of those 
Tt was the oldest human skull yet recov- 
ered from the mass grave of the carth. Из 
eye sockets were large and widely spaced 
and deep. Its lower jaw was missing, as 
most of the connections between the 
bones and the palate. Its teeth were 
missing, though the hollows where thi 
long roots had been left tracks in the 


bonc. Its cranium, egg-shaped, lacked the 
it brow ridges of the australo- 


promin 
pithecines. Small, brownish, its bone frag- 
ments set into blue plasticine filler, it 
looked like a savage mask. It stared from 
its white case into a dimly lit, pleasantly 
musty 20th Century museum, marking 
not only a stage in the evolution of man 
but also a milestone in the intensifying 
effort to comprehend and document that 
evolution. 

Paleontology had been a castoff science 
for 200 years, victim of the d 
felt at being compared to the animals and 
the hope men held out tha nkiud was 
the product of God's special cre 
was coming into its own, but it was a poor 
fledgling science still, with liule in the 
way of solid theoretical structure to build 
on, so that the chance discovery of 1470 
had been enough to upset the basic sc- 
quence of hominid evolution presented 
as fact in three of the major textbooks of 
the field. Until recently, there had been 
litle money to spend and few people— 
and rarely first-rate people; there weren't 
20 of those in the field right now— 
willing to undergo the rigors of the wor 
And yet it had excited the popular imag 
nation, over the years, far more than 
many other sciences of greater repute. 

I thought I knew why. The church 
were emptying out, country by country 
and year by year. They emptied because 
they were intellectually bankrupt. Mys 
tery remained, extraordinary mystery, 
but it had little to do with the myths and 
uals of traditional religion. At lea 
more and more people felt that way 
which was why they crowded the lecture 
halls to lı men like Rid 
speak. However careful the conch 
such men drew from evidence, to th 
diences they seemed to be ofle: 
religion, built on the solidest structu 
of the modern world, on the rigorous 
logic of science. Science enacted its mi 
des here on earth in plain view of the 
crowd. The skull came from a datable 
layer of rock; human fingernails scraped 
the basi 


nity gave men the Creation 
and the Fall; the Leakeys and their col- 
leagues gave men a more complicated ori 
gin but one no less profound, no less a 
pilgtim’s progress: a lemurlike creature 
taking to the wees and evolving binocular 
vision to see its way across open space: 
and small perfect hands ıo cling to 
branches. The earliest apclike beings 
swinging down to hang below the пес 
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Way back then a new car flashed 
on the racing world. Spitfire! Honoring 
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now. Still the same throaty sound, the 
tight circle, the snug seat, the rollick- 
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“I don’t care if you did walk a 
mile! The answer is no!” 


limbs, occupying that new niche where 
the fruit grew, their arms lengthening 
and their chests flattening to accommo- 
date the new swinging way of movement. 
their legs hanging down, preadapting 
them to uj ht locomotion. Their de- 
scendants standing more or less upright 
and living on the ground, moving out of 
the forest by day and returning to it for 
safety at night. The violence of rending 
continents dominating the eons of man’s 
birth. Life by lake shores with birds and 
ish and small mammals to eat, 1470 co- 
existing with the australopithecines as the 
chimpanzees today coexist with the ba- 
boons. The stilling permanence of those 
carly years, nothing changing for 50 or 
100 generations, the same camps, the same 
food, the same meager tools, the same 
meager words, the only change the slow 
pressure of evolution reshaping the body 
itself and, most of all, the brain. And 
then, in the past 1,000,000 years or less, 
all the changes accelerating, men mov- 
g out of Africa to Asia and the Mid- 
dle East and Europe, hunting larger and 
larger animals with increasingly sophisti- 
cated weapons and tools, learning to use 
fire, inventing ceremony to bury the 
dead, inventing art and worship, invent- 
ing humanity, which resides, when all is 
said and done, not in the shape of the 
skull but in the forms of the imagination. 

That was the picture paleontology 


painted of the origins of man, and it was 


every bit as stirring as the Bible's pictures 
or the Koran's, but 1 wondered if those 
who were ready to accept the scientific vi- 
sion of the evolution of man were ready 
to accept it all. Anthropologists who 
about man's evolution always 


stressed the changes that resulted from 
environmental pressure. Hunting rc- 
quired comm: р herefore, men 
evolved larger brains, Such arguments im- 
plied, however unintentionally, that man 
designed himself. But the basic mecha- 
nism of evolution was not selection but 
dom mutation. The lions the color 
and height of the Serengeti grass, the 
moonstrped zebra, the Thomson's ga- 
zelle and Australopithecus and 1470 were 
all products of chance, of accident. Muta- 
tion occurred when a genetic sequence 
was copied wrong within the cell, and 
such miscopies took place entirely at 
dom. If they increased the organism's op- 
portunities to reproduce, then they were 
passed on to its offspring. If they didn’t, 
then they died out. The living world. 
every virus, every cell, every plant and 
mal and bird, consisted of nothing 
—than the results 
існа] process. It was 
a process, as one scientist had phrased it, 
that was totally blind. It knew no pur- 
pose at all; it could lead to anything. It 
had led to ears keener than any micro- 
phone, eyes keener than any photocell, 
brains more subtle than any computer; it 
а ко led to the extinction of most of 
the species that had ever lived. And it ha 
led to man, not through divine creation 
but through the blind operation of blind 
chance, through a series of purposeless ac- 
cidenis as ephemeral as thc accidental 
ge of a cosmic ray through the heart 


of a cell. 
That, the origin of man in the wallow 


of evolution, the accident of man's begin- 
ning. was the apparition I had come to 
Afr ind staring out 


at me from the empty sockets of an 
Gent skull Yet now, having seen a 
glimpsc of Africa, I felt no terror. Seen a 
accident, Africa was the more dazzling: 
the tommy leaping into the air, the hippo 
blowing water, the black rhino turning to 
conlront. the car before clanking slowly 
away, the two Masai boys sitting naked 
a puddle by the side of the road, the 
child's footprint by the basin that time 
had turned to stone, the young hyenas in 
a weaning tantrum, the two black 
lions lying beside the shards of a zel 
while the vultures and the marabou 
storks skulked a safe distance away, the 
Africans in cities and on wood-smoke- 
swectened farms: Only so enormous and 
зо enormously minute a mechanism as ac 
cident could account for such splendor, 
hecause only accident could generate the 
infinite range of possibilities such splen- 
dor required. 

Nor was man any longer entirely the 
creature of chance. Less than 1,000,000 
years ago, in the long hours of leisure left 
over from a life of hunting, he began to. 
play at being human, inventing language, 
inventing myth, moving from the dream. 
to the light of day. Migrating to 
colder climates, he forestalled the evolu- 
tion of body hair by inventing clothing 
and taming fire; secking larger game, he 
forestalled the evolution of claws or ca- 
i ies with 
evolution thus overrode 
n by the revolu 
of shorting out the envii 
1 feedback that physical evolu 
depends on for direction. Thus man 
partly freed himself, wrested a certain 
freedom of choice. It was a change in the 
world second only to that primal free- 
ing of matter, the accidental creation 
of life itself. 

No wonder that man looked back upon 
his remote ancestors with an awe tinged 
with pity, knowing that they must have 
lived much as the other animals in Africa 
lived and live. No wonder that some 
people looked upon the animals 
i sometimes obscured thi 


species, for it was from the body and 
blood of the animals far more cert: 


п took his freedom 
Out of random, out of 
nt came a degree of freedom from 
аг was the para- 


dox of human evolution. 

Goodbye to Darkest Africa, I thought 
hat enormous continent, still hard- 
y marked by any roads, was proving the 
very source of human enlightenment. 
One day, after the final fading of the 
civilization of the West, Africa would 
dominate the world. It had done so once 
before, 3,000,000 years ago, when it shud- 
dered and the grass bent beside a lake 
and man came forth entire. 
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mason hoffenberg «го» page 110) 


extra month to get yourself together. It's 
weird. І was on methadone for two years 
nd got paid enough money to live. But 
now that I've kicked, I'm broke. So with- 
out any desire to get back onto shit, that 
becomes the easiest way for the former 
dope fiend to avoid starving to death.” 

The waitress came over to see if 
Mason had finished his eight martinis. 
He hadn't finished any of them, was sip- 
ight at once, keeping the levels 
even. Six were half finished, two were 
two thirds. I ordered a second Scotch. 

"So you're living with Richard Ma- 

nuel?” 
Yeah, we'll go back there later. He's 
really fucked up. I was in better shape be- 
fore І moved in with him, and the idea 
was that 1 was supposed to help pull him 
out of the thing he's in." 

"What's that?” 

"He can't do anything. He's dr 
like I ncver saw anybody drink. And now 
I'm drinking a lot." 

"I've noticed.” 
nd I never dı that much." 

He's not on shit, is he: 
‘No, he stopped that and got into this 


ng 


dr 


‘What were yo 
with? 

"I'm supposed to head off all the ju- 
venile dope dealers up here who hang 
‘ound rock stars. So I answer the phone 
d say Richard's not here. He's not al- 
Incest wo pst aes phone, And I go 
around privately and tell them to leave 
him alone because he's really going to 
kill himself. But if they actually come 
over to the house, he can't sty no. He's 
brilliant, that guy. An incredible com- 
poser. But we just sit around. watching 


supposcd to help him 


The Dating Game, slurping down thc 


juice, laughing our asses off. then having 
insomnia, waking up at dawn with every 
weird terror and anxiety you can imag- 
ine. The four other guys in The Band are 
serious about working and he's really 
hanging them up. They can't work with- 
out him and there's no way to get him off 
his ass. He feels bad about it. he’s just 
strung out.” 

There was a rumor around Woodstock 
that Mason was writing a film for The 
Band. He said no, what he was working. 
оп was a funny book about dope. “I 
think the time is right for one. It's like the 
fucking horse races. Candy was the most 
popular dirty book in Europe at the time 
the Supreme Court said American proto- 
plasm wouldn't rot on the bone if the 
word fuck got printed. So it became a big 
deal here. It was a dirty book that was 
funny, too. Americans were so 
they didn't know what to 
cided it must be a satirical masterpiece. Jf 
Gandy came out today, I don't think 
ider it so satirical.” 


“What do you think about Gandy 
now? Do you like it?” 

“Гуе changed the way I feel about the 
book three, four times. І kind of liked it 
when it was a manuscript. When it was a 
little fuckshit Olympia book, I thought it 
was dumb. Then, when it was a big deal 
in the States, I read it again and I 
thought, well, it is pretty cool, because 
everybody was taking it very seriously.” 

“How about now: 

“I can't take it seriously anymore. I can 
never take seriously books by guys I knew 
who got to be big-shot writers. I still can 
read Jimmy Baldwin right, I guess be- 
cause ] knew him so well. I can't figure 
out if he’s a great writer or just filling 
the slot.” 
ling the slot?" 

“Yeah, tho re slots that exist, you 
know, like for a blonde Hollywood ac- 
tress, for example. Somebody always had 
to fill that slot as long as there was a Hol- 
lywood. It might have been a talented girl 
or some dame that didn't have any class 
at all. Whoever is closest when the vacu- 
um is created gets sucked in. That's what 
happened to Baldwin. We have one slot 
п our society for a Negro novelist. Rich- 
ard Wright was it for years. I don't 
think anybody can figure out if Richard 
Wright was any good, not that it matters. 
When I moved iu with Baldwin, he was 
knocking his head against the wall, 
couldn't get anything published. As soon 
as Wright died, Baldwin took over. I 
think I finally figured out what Baldwin 
is doing. He's doing Bette Davis. Which 
is not the worst thing in the world to do.” 

“You have to admit that's a little bit 
unfair.” 

“It is, but even with Burroughs 
jocks me out, knowing him . 
know. I just can't take him as sci 
I took guys like Kafka when I 
school. I know now that I was reading 
things into them. They weren't as great 
as I thought. 

“But you do like Burroughs? 

“Hes just a naturally great writer. 
Ever read that little conventional paper- 
back he wrote called Jun: 

"No" 

“It’s not any avantgarde bullshit. It's 
just good. G ike Kerouac and Miller 
write one good page, then fall all over 
themselves for five pages. Burroughs just 
doesn't do that.” 

"Were his manuscripts clean? 

“The original manuscript of The Soft 
Machine had maybe a few corrections on 
it, that's all. I mean, he just wrote it, right 
off. And he's not considered a very im- 
portant writer. In the Times this summer, 
they had û thing about all the dope books 
and they didn't eve nüon Junkie. 
And that's the one cool book about dope. 
not corny. It's not a lot of scientific 
bullshit. Ir's just good." 


nd he 
1 don't 
usly as 


ie: 


“Were you a good student in college?” 

No. 1 did the usual number where I 
igned up for all the best courses but then 
turned into a complete nymphomaniac 


Did you get laid much?” 

"No. Dig this: I was a virgin in col- 
lege. Ass was incredibly tight in those 
days. Then I joined the Army and got 
daid about once. 

“Then you went to the Village.” 

“I signed up for the New School under 
the GI Bill and took this furnished room 
on MacDougal Street. 

“Candy's room?" 

Yeah. So. anyway, I'm walking home 
from school to do my homework after 
the first night of classes, and I'm carrying 
my notebooks and all this bullshit, and 1 
decide to stop into Minetta’s for a few 
drinks. There were only two bars in the 
Village, Minetta’s and the San Remo. So 
Fm drinking and talking to this spade cat 
and he says, "Why don't you come and 
live with me? Em bisexual, but that don't 
apply to you.” And that was Jimmy Bald- 
win. So we lived together and it was just 
what I needed. A lot of people, a lot of 
women. There was a tremendous ferment 
going on in the Village, and Jimmy's 
place was one of the centers of i 
was like that, too." 

“What was your relationship with 
Baldwin?” 

“In was weird. Very weird. The scene 
was him and me and this beautiful white 
chick who was in love h him, and 
whom I loved. We used to go to the mov- 
ies together uptown, so Jimmy would 
get beat up. Guys would stomp the shit 
out of a spade who was seen with a gor- 
geous white chick in the Fifties, so she'd 
come on like she was with me, which was 
what 1 wanted. 

“What happened?” 
so in love w 


» her, I finally de- 
cided to go into analysis. 1 figured if 1 
was very, very good, maybe in about 
sev s I'd be able to smile again.” 

lysis hel 


"What brought you out of it?” 

“Dope. lt was an 
can see, I wasn't extremely mature at that 
time and one thing I did that I'm sorry 
about is 1 used to put down a lot of the 
people from the carly Village Voice days 
because 1 was in the elite group and they 
were on the fringes. Like Ed Fancher, 
who went to the New School with me and 
ended up owning the fucking Voice, and 
Kerouac and Mailer. 1 mean, that was as 
stupid as being impressed by them. I used 
to rap Mailer because he was about the 
t guy in the World to discover dope. 
was later. Ac Jimmy's, not get- 


stant cure. As you 


was like kicking а dope habit. I was so 
fucking grim, and the shrink was de 
so when this cat said to me, 


“If they ever make après-ski an Olympic event, 
you're a cinch for a gold medal.” 
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what they said in those days, I figured, 


"OK, I'm going to die anyway. So he 
takes me up to this ‘tea pad’ and every- 
body was so nice I thought they were 
faggots. I remember saying to myself, 
‘Jesus, just when I'm so hung up on a 
chick I can't even piss right, I'm gonna 
get raped by eleven faggots.’ But they 
were just nice, that's all. They were into 
putting down sex and money and seeing 

happened in the space that re- 
mained. And I got the same effect 
diately from dope that I was hop 
get from psychoanalysis over many years. 
I started laughing again, looking at other 
girls. But 1 can sce now that it depended 
on this private thing.” 

“Is that the reason you stopped doing 
dope?" 

"One of the reasons. Then, if vou ran 
into another person who smoked tea 
there was this rapport thing. us against 
them. But as soon as it started to get ri 
diculous. it didn't work anymore. "That's 
nk Allen Ginsberg is stupid with 
about free marijuana, because 
if everybody had it, it wouldn't be any 
better than beer." 

1 was surprised to sce that. Mason had 


quietly lowered all cight martinis to the 
very stems of the stemware. The waitress 
was surprised he didn't ask for more. We 
ordered dinner. Mason ate likea king 

“Everybody knows you've always been 
a dope fiend. But when did you become 
a sex fiend?" 

"E wasn't a dope fiend 
Not at all. I didn't pick up my 
Paris, when my family was breaking up 


and I was losing my two kids. Have you 
ever been to Israel? 

Jo. 

You ought to go. It's the greatest 


country in the world. Probably because 
of all the pressure they've got on them. 
They've got the Arabs on опе s 
the desert on die other. Famil 
break up in Israel. The women need the 
men. It's the opposite of someplace like 
Paris or New York. I lived there for a 
while and it began to have an effect on 
me. I got more self-reliant, stron 
They've really got something going in Is- 
rael: female police and soldiers, nine 
teen-ycarold airforce colonels. You 
read The Last of the Just, by André 
Schwarz-Bart?” 
0. 
You know much 
theory of the galut 
“The theory of what?” 
“What are you, assimilated? 
people are very strong in Israel and they 
can't understand why Jews went like 
sheep to the slaughter during the w: 
They can't understand that giving up w 
the most natural thing in the world for 
a pale, paunchy businessman whose wife 
didn't need him, whose family had been 
breaking up for the last fifteen years. 


bout 


Anyway, 


us 


But, to tell you the truth, if this Arab 


thing ever seules down, Israel will prob- 
ably turn intoa big Miami. 


On the way she passed the ageless 
"holyman" . .. an ash- and dung- 
covered old man wearing a simple 
loincloth. .. . A number of Ameri- 
tourists were following him 
g taking pictures of him, trying 
to get him to pose, smile, or react in 
some way by offering him money 
and bits of bread. He seemed quite 
unaware of their presence, however, 
shuflling along like a man in a 
trance, and when a cute girl of six 
was sent up to him . . . to get his 
tograph, he appeared not even to 
see her. This caused a certain 
amount of bitter feeling in the 
crowd of tourists. . . 

She could not help staring in awe 
nd reverence at this holy dung- 
man, who . . . seemed entirely una 
ware of her presence, either now or 
carlier, when her twirl of joy had 
flashed а dazzling stretch of su- 
perb ivory thigh. .. . "Good gosh," 
thought Candy, when she . . . felt 
the holyman’s taut member ease 
an inch or two into her tight litle 
lambpit. 


can 


—Candy 


"When I went to the Village, you са 
imagine how small the scene was 
were two Negroes, three dope fiends, like 
that. And this cat I was apprenticed to, 
Stanley Gould. Anatole Broyard, the bi 
shot book reviewer for the Times, did an 
article on Gould recently, called him the 
Holyman of the Village. This guy has 
done more dope, and women and men 
and things you can't even imagine, than 
anybody. And he's still alive. He walks 
around like a mummy, all covered with 
rags and dried shit. 1 became a sex fiend 
with Gould, which I believe led to my 
fight with Terry years later." 

"I don't think T understand.” 
nd Gould would get all 
se straîght chicks from the Midwest 
who'd come to the Village to get away 
from their parents" 
"Like Candy. 
Yeah, and we'd have this superhip 
comedy routine going where we'd seduce 
them. But Га never get laid. Fd sit there 
and feed him the st 
then he'd go trotting oll to the 


ack with 
these gorgeous shiksas. I mean, once in a 


while I'd get a little overflow. But it 
his act. So then I went to Р, 
into the same number with me 
He had the 
1 to take the chicks up to, and I got 
id. 1 saw later that all these chicks, who 
weren't really knocking me out, were im- 
pressing Terry. So it was very important 
for him to fecl he had to move ahead of 
me. like I felt 1 had to move ahead of 
Gould. Sce, we're so hung up on sex, we 


role and Terry as the squa 


р 
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think it's the most important thing in the 
world. It’s only when you happen to get 
a whole flock of pussy at once that you're 
able to put it in its proper perspective. 1 
learned that after I left Gould, and Terry 
probably knows it now. Terry's а red- 
neck, like Levon Helm of The В 
cept Levon is much greater th 
Levon is much more original.” 
So Terry was your apprentice in 
Paris?” 

"Until Candy. I'm the gu 


who turned 
is: E taught 
moking grass and that 
scendancy. To this 
Gould can tell me to shut up and 1 
rh 
as Terry like then?" 

Е . He didn’t give a shit about 
anything. I admired him for that. When 
he went to Paris, he knocked on Francoise 
s door and said, “Hi, Im Terry 
Southern, the "Texas short-story writ- 
er...’ and when she slammed the door in 
his face, he just w Ibert 
Сатих house and did the same thing. 1 
could never do tl If we met today, 
which is unlikely, we could probably get 
along. But I maybe should have punched 
him in the mouth after Candy was pub- 
lished in the States. 


nt over to 


“Why? 

“I think he screwed n 
said I was his best friend. But I always 
knew what most of my best friends were 
thinking. Terry had this thing about 
secrecy. I should have figured he'd 
hurt me." 

"What did Terry actually do?” 

"It sounds weird, but I'm not exactly 
sure. Dig a thing like this: I finally came 
to the States during the big promotion 
and I met this publicrelations guy from 
Putnam's who was the book. 
We talked and he said public-relations 
shit like, "Beautiful, baby. You can rcally 
gor and he got me onto a TV show for 
that night. Then he took Terry out to 
lunch separately and suddenly сусгу- 
thing went on like I had leprosy. I never 
got onto that TV show or any other one. 
And I never found out what Terry told 
that guy at lunch—or if he said anything 
at all. For some reason, I was just cut out 
of the whole scen 

“You said Terry 

“Terry Souther 
he writes some funny shit himself, but he 
always grabs top billing. One guy did 
punch Terry in the mouth, you know.” 

“Ye 

“His 


- Terry ам 


ame was Boris Grgurevich. He 


“You fool —I'm GIA, too!” 


a the world. 
ng around in 
Paris in the Fifties. We all knew him. 
Later, Boris became the only non-Cuban 
to get in on the Bay of Pigs thing, and 
Terry taped an interview with him in 
New York. The article came out in 
quire and it was very big Гог Terry- 
great cat telling about a wild, historic 
fiusco—except Boris’ name was men- 
tioned only once in the piece. Boris didn't 
take that too well. 
"Who else did Terry rip off foi 
“You ever hear of David Burnett? 
"Sure. Wasn't he in the Paris Review 


was the handsomest guy 


tor. His father was Whit Burnett, wi 
ited this anthology of short sto 
ties. A lot of the funny shi у 
just the ideas of David Bur- 
nett. Like, we'd be sitting around smok- 
ing hashish in a café or something. and 
David would come up with an idea for a 
quiz show called Whats My Disease? 
U's in one of Terry’ books.” 
id Burnett died recently, didn't 


“L don’t go to New York much any- 
more, but 1 went a couple of 


Im wandering around with two boules 
of methadone in a basket and some dean 
underw 
with Burnett, who's onc of the few people 
from the past I have nothing ар 
So we went into this bar, talked for a 
while, and I left. But I forgot my basket. 

urally went through it. He 
drank the methadone, 
and they both died.” 


All through dinner, Mason was saying 
he couldn't wait to take me over to meet 
his old friend Libby, who is now married 
to Levon Helm. "She's the greatest chick,” 
he told me, borrowing two di 
mind her twice that we were com 


ng, then 


borrowing three bucks to buy her a bottle 
of Saint-Emilion. I suggested Thunder- 
bi iw, she's the greatest chic 


But Mason wanted to stay а 
after dinner fora few more di 


Did you meet The Band through 


“How'd you meet Dylan? 
My French wife had 
amed Hugues Aufray, who wa 
nch guitar player. He'd bec 
g it forever, looking like an Ital 
pimp. getting nowhere. But he came over 
to the States for а while and heard I 
before he got big, bought some blue jeans, 
ack and translated Dylan's songs 
into French and became а big-shot 
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guy up. Naturally, they came over to my 
house, because 1 was an American who 
smoked dope. And I didn't know who 
Dylan was. That was about the last point 
i Ie when he could still meet people 
normally. And we had a ball. 1 liked him 
a lot. I actually thought he was a hillbilly. 
We went to Berlin together and picked 
up this German girl and Dylan asked her, 
"What's your пате? and she said, "Vas?" 
So later, Dylan вауу to her, ‘You know 
what time it is, Vas? As if somebody 
Jewish wouldn't know what vas meant. 
He l 101 ever 
got back to the 
Woodstock. WI 
broke up.” 

“What was it 
man's house? 
T thought I was going to have a ball, 
because Dylan was real famous them, 
vith girls climbing all over him. But in- 
stead of fun, it was grim, like a muscum. 
Grossman had this sign in the driveway 
that said, ‘IE you have not telephoned, 
you are trespassing.’ And Dylan w: 
uptight.” 

"Why?" 

"Because he's not really into 
groupies. Millions of girls were going 
berserk to get to him and he was do- 
ing things like hiding in the closet when- 
ever the door opened." 

"But Dylan got married then. How did 
that happen: 

Well, while we were living in Gross- 
s house, Albert had this wife or con- 
cubine or something named Sally. And 
Sally had a friend living there, a nice 
Jewish girl being helpful, doing things 
like picking up Dylan's notebooks and 
ay. So he married her 
1 four kids in the quickest 
possible time. 

Was that motorcycle accident a fake: 

“No. If you ride a motorcycle, you 
break your neck. Dylan was just th; 
young and dumb. The same thing hap- 
pened to Rick Danko. I've got to tell you 
how Libby married Levon. Libby w: 
married to one of Helena Rubinstcin's 
grandsons, but they split. Then she was 
staying with me and she told me she 
ted to make it with somebody from 
The Band. So one night, Rick and Levon 
are coming over to my house to get her at 
about a hundred miles an hour and Rick 
had his accident, broke his neck. So 
Levon got her. And Rick married the 
chick whose car he crashed 

“I don't believe it. 
Ask them.” 

T paid the bill. 

“But when Dylan is cool, he's beauti- 
ful. And І сап understand why he's so 
uptight now. It’s something like Candy, 
except multiplied by a factor of about a 
thousand. Everybody wants to fuck hi 

ot consciously, but you cu 


е in Albert Gross- 


even talk to the guy without the fact that 
He Is Dylan practically overwhelming 
you. And it’s tough for an artist to be 
that big, because people get programed, 
they make up their minds up front about 
a song or a poem, even if it’s bullshit, 
and Dylan certainly isn’t bullshit. No- 
body secs you anymore. Nobody notices 
the little mistakes you make that people 
would pick up if you were just some guy 
in a dub. You get no feedback 
1d to grow. 
"But Dylan runs away from that. Most 
amous people wallow in it." 

"Yeah, but the other side of it is that 
Dylan does wallow in it. Dig a thing like 
this: He once asked me if I'd write his 
biography. That's wallowing in the bull- 
shit. Now somebody else did it, Anthony 
Scaduto, and it doesn't make it. I mean, 
its all right, but there's nothing classy 
about it. Dylan deserved bener, but he 
somehow authorized the thing. And I'm 
not saying Dylan isn't one of the most cx- 
traordinary people I ever met, just that 
its impossible not to wallow in the 
bullshit to some extent, You can't hold. 
your perspective.” 

"What about the Dylan touring film, 
Don't Look Back?" 

“That's a perfect example. They had 
this terrific film team traveling with him, 
shooting miles of film during his tours. 
And a good film editor named Howard 
Alk was going to put it together. I've 
never been so sure about anything in my 
life. But every ume they cut to Dylan, it 
like a commercial, which is what Co- 
lumbia Records wanted. Ir would have 
bcen a great film if they had laid back 
from Dylan, showed the scene around him, 
it was like for him to tour. The guys 
n "The Band were great, because the 
wasn't on them and the English 


р 
countryside was incredible. But they kept 


arbitrarily returning to Dylan, and ће 
was uptight because he's not a movie 
actor. Dylan the one person who 
could have said. "Fuck Columbia, stop 
leaning on me and just use the shots that 
are OK.” But he wasn't capable of scei 
that they were going to end up wi 
commercial, which is what happened. 
There was a great picture in those miles 
of film.” 


‚ I can drive OK. I just don't 
a license 
“Why not?’ In't scem as cold at 
ht as it had been in the afternoon. It 
probably colder. 

It started last Christmas Eve. I'm 
ng home and of course I'm drunk, 
ht? This huge tree had fallen across 
Route 212 4nd there was a cop in front 
of it with a torch. I didn't hit the tree and 
1 didn't hit the cop. But I had him pinned 
st the tree with my bumper by the 
c I stopped. So they gave me these 


tickets for not staying to the right when 
you see a wee and put me in jail for the 
night. So I'm telling myself, ‘What's the 
big deal about jail? Probably meet some 
interesting guys, get breakfast served to 
in the morning.” One night in the 


disgusting. Then right after that. 1 
had а real accident. I was driving along, 
іше nap at the wheel, and I 
into a barbershop. So I got a whole 
flock of tickets for that. They have this 
point system, and they told me 1 had so 
many points I had to report to Kingston 
to have my sanity examined. I didn't go. 

“So they revoked your license?” 
h. And up here, you gotta dı 
It's like in New York, if they told y 
you didn’t have the right to use the sub- 
way anymore because you exhibited your- 
self or something.” 

I decided to drive. 
really terrible driver. He's 
Herz cars. They won't 
rent him any more. He's a wild man at 
the wheel 


dent stories are funn: 
‘As funny as dr 


ing into a barber- 


Mason grinned. “I woke up as I was 
going through the window and I said to 
myself, ‘Oh, shit. This didn't happen.’ It 
was three o'clock in the morni 


pulled out and started driving aga 
‘They nailed me within two minut 
there were like a hundred witnesses, And 
опе of the cops asked me, "Have you 
been drinking? So I said, ‘I swear, offi- 
ccr, the only place 1 ever drive is to the 
bir." It seemed like an excuse at the 
time.” 

Mason led me around some obscure 

turns on a mountain road 
rower as we climbed. "Thats Levon's 
house over there.” I pulled up behind a 
small BMW. "Levon's from Hele: Ar- 
пѕаѕ. This real backwater town. I went 
home with him one time, wanted to see 
this country-music thing really happen- 
ing. It was different. Levon's a pretty 
well-known guy. Most musicians think of 
him as being a great drummer. But down 
there, they never heard of him. They 
thought he was some kind of local boy 
trying to make good.” 
1 the door. She was a 
very speciallooking girl. Tall, classy; 
your basic knockout. We gave her the 
wine. A little kid led us into thc living 
room, where Levon was lying flat on his 
back, not moving. 

We talked for a while. Mason and 
Levon traded stories about great stash rip- 
ой». Then they got into a fairly grim story 
cidentally hitting a deer at night, 
aking it to Levon's forest and watch 
Garth Hudson skin it in the car's h 
lights with a penknife. 

“Garth is ihe Van Gogh of music,” 
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Mason said. Levon nodded. Libby smiled. 
I failed to see the connection. 

Mason and I got into our theories of 
the John Kennedy assassination, spent 
most of the Saint Emilion on that. Levon 
and Libby paid close attention. 

Mason got off into Russian literature 
for a long time and we all listened. Some- 
how he worked his way to Burroughs. 

“Jesus, you're a genius," Libby told him. 

ancer and dope and sex are very 
similar," Mason continued. Libby's jaw 
dropped perceptibly. “The cure for can- 
cer is death. And what's the position 
you're in if you want to cure sex? The 
cure is death. And dope and sex are inter- 
changeable in a lot of ways." 

Did that make sense to me? 

“IL you want to make the argument for 
dope—which I don’t—you have a lot of 
things going for you. It works. It's one of 
the few things in America that does 
work, and you don't have to advertise it.” 

Along with banking, cigarettes and 
bombs, dope is one of the few thriving in- 
dustries we have," Levon added. 

“Another good industry is urine rest- 
ing. They have these methadone maint 
nance programs like the one I was in all 
over the state now, and every day there're 
truckloads of piss rolling into New York 
City for analysis.” 

"Imagine geting killed by a wuckload 
of piss,” Libby suggested. 

"And right next to one of the urine 
labs,” Mason said, "theres a factory 
where hundreds of chicks are putting 
heroin into little bags 

You think junk should be legal" 
Libby asked. 

"No..." Mason thought for a while. 
"But when a cop catches a guy with a bag 
of dope on him, he shouldn't throw him 
in jail for eight months. The guy ought to 
tell the сор, ‘OK, you caught me. I prom- 
ise to be good for twelve minutes. Like a 
hockey game. Why eight months? Why 
make his mother cry?” 

"Then Levon lost interest in the conver- 
sation, suddenly bolted to another room, 
began watchinp television. 

Antiintellectual,” Libby called alter 
him. The kid followed Levon. 

The conversation grew more subdued 
after that, included vast alcoholic silences 
and some light giggling a ed Vict- 
nam, McGovern, rock ‘n’ roll. Then 
Mason announced it was time to go back 
to Richard's. 

At the screen door, I asked Libby what 
а bunch of rock'n'roll superstars saw in 
this brilliant, partly decomposed poct- 
ex-dope fiend. 

"Mason?" she asked, perhaps wonder- 
ng if 1 meant Robert Frost. 

"Yeah 

"Why... there's nobody like Mason. 


"I've got to prepare you lor Richard's 
house. Its incredible. You can't imagine 
what а mess that place is, Richard's wife 


left him about a month ago and I don't 
blame her. He's got this puppy dog chew- 
ing up everything and shitting on the 
floor. Be careful, it's cute. But if you 
start petting it, ill chew your sleeve off 
d shit in your lap.” 

We drove on in silence for a while, 
then I asked, "When was the last time 
you saw Dylan? 

Mason began laughing. “ 
to visit a little while ago. 

“How was he doin 
don't know. He opened the door 
and put his foot in a pile of dogshit. Then 
he took a couple of steps and put his 
other foot in another lump of turd. He 
just turned around and left. That was the 
last time I saw him." 

Richard seemed genuinely happy to 
see us. He was in the middle of a late 
movie about a family that had been 
breaking up but got back together again 
when their private plane crashed in Baj 
California and they had to rely on each 
other to survive. The irony escaped me at 
the time. 

We watched, 
was ii 


He came up. 


cracked jokes, Richard 
з such a good mood he ate a bowl of 
nned pineapple, said it was the first 
solid food hed had in three days. He 
looked healthy enough. 

Then, suddenly, an eggshaped girl 
with a foreign accent that sounded Ger- 
man but she said was French walked in, 
accompanied by a small, dark girl who 
went to art school in Brooklyn. The for- 

igner, who seemed to know Richard, in- 
troduced him to the dark girl, ignored us. 
The three of them spoke brielly among 
themselves, then the girls left 

Richard shrugged at M 
think vou were coming back.” 

“Did you answer the phone again?” 
Mason accused. 

Richard gobbled pineapple in silence. 

The next time 1 noticed Mason, he was 
doubled over on the couch, 
trying, of all things, to get a cigarette into 
is mouth. 

“I guess he’s having one of his at- 
tacks,” Richard said calmly, chewing a 
chunk of pineapple. 

“ Jesus, maybe I better leave.” 

Mason struggled up gallantly, insisted 
on walking me to the car. I hopscotched 
beween the piles of dogshit. Mason, 
staggering, plowed through them. 

You all righi?” 

“Fine.” At that moment, Mason fell to 
his knees, gagged once, began rolling 
around on the ground, twitching uncon- 
trollably. Then he regained his compo- 
sure, got up. 

“Incidentally,” I said, “you're g 
make a pretty interesting story.” 

You'll blow it.” 

Think so?” 
“Yeah, But don't worry. I'll get you a 
job a ri 


1 didn't 


SAN GRANGE COE ЕТЕ 


Sun. soya and no-meat dining for phil- 
osophic dope dealers and their clientele. 
She wore washed-out jeans, of course 
flower and butterfly patches, of course. 
Her shirt came from Goodwill. Those top 
buttons unbuttoned—good will, too. She 
may have looked 16, but she knew she was 
92, too old to be a legal runaway, and had 
every right to be sexy, especially since her 
husband was a drag queen now. He hadn't 
always been, certainly not in Orange, 
where he had been the Sunday-morning 
instrument for imparting news to her 
daddy, but he kept trying to be more “in” 
in San Francisco than she was, and she 
w " 
Diego State, who once planned to go to 
medical school, now danced and sang 
with the Cockettes and was the proud 
possessor of a terrific version of On the 
Good Ship Lollipop. Wilbur called him- 
self Willi. It w nd Nazi and 
camp. Once he'd made it with a. Hell's 
Angel. Linda shrugged. Willi was still 
searching. 

“That's his problem," she said. “But I 
get along real good with his friends. They 
accept me. They love to fuss with my hair. 


s good at it. So this poor boy from S. 


so nice 


Natch, I still don't know if the marriage 
will last." 

I looked up from the menu 

"Oh, were married legally and all. It 


happened when we decided to leave 


(continued from page 133) 


last act of ole family karma, pal. In 
blaze of matrimony, and I wasn't even 
pregnant, nor ever intend to be. Hey, you 
like my hair this way, in a flip? They say 
it's early Fifties, but 1 don't remember 
back that far. I think I was bald then.” 
She was standing by my table. She was 
waiting to take my order for sprouts. а 
cado and soy paste on Black Muslim 
bread. As she talked, she licked her pencil 
at me; it was not an innocent gesture. 1 
was charmed by her obvious desire to 
make me fall in love with her, whatever 
she thought that was, 
to oblige. 1 could see neither her father 
nor me denying Linda anything she re 
ly wanted, such as lollipops, spare cash or 


vo- 


nd partway eager 


forgiveness. 

Now she was a waitress in an organic 
foods restaurant, but she was really busy 
tying to decide what kind of groupie to 
be—rock. legal, movie or money. She de- 
cided not to specialize and just be a celeb- 
rity fucker in general. It wasn't that she 
was a snob. She just felt turned on by 
and fame are power, 
was all about? 


power, and money 


and isn't that what 
Naturally, she had to have a sense of 
humor. Otherwise, why waitress in an or- 
ganic, no, health-foods place, like a mere 
whole-grain groupie? Her sign was Capri. 
corn. I told her mine was Exxon. 
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The innovation behind thi: 
-motor/3-head tape transport system. (Three heads for 
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ame but better, with signi 


record from pause or directly from playbacl 
Bias and EQ switches adjust for the new tapes. 


At this point, the teller of this history 
must stop to admit he is not merely a his- 
torian. He is connected. He has a certain 
responsibility. He was attracted to the 
girl in the Mexican Marines shirt who 
told cute stories of perversion, dope and 
troubles with her blue VW bus, and once 
he found her crying 
smoking room of the no-smoking organic 
eatery- 

“What's the matter, Linda?” 

“Wilbur.” 

“What about him?” 

“That Hell's Angel. Wilbur wants to 
leave me.” 

“Well, maybe it's been heading this 
way, Linda 

She was sobbing, her little heart was 
hurt. "Oh. I knew it would come to no 
good when he started to run around with 
Nazis. Oh, 1 knew it.” She was bawling 
and there were red blotches under her 


п the windowless 


eyes where, if she were older, permanent 
blue ones might form. "I knew those 
Nazis were no good, I was a history major. 
Frank" 

If she had been a journalism major, 
she'd have known that Hell's Angels arc 
no good, either. Wilbur and his Nazi got 
married under an AMERICA 
sort poster that depicted two Angels soul 
Kissing. The minister who performed the 
marriage used to be ап Episcopal priest, 
and he gave lectures now on his mission 
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to the Tenderloin. The band that played 
had never quite made it during the rock 
cra; they were angry about this and 
played angry Frisco rock. The San Fran- 
cisco Chronicle's porn editor covered the 
ceremony. He remarked that it might last 
as long as some of the marriages he used 
to cover for what was called the society, 
‚ now people pages. 

They all floated in their various highs 
in a meadow far up on. Mount. Tamal- 
pais, the magic mountain, where the 
ghosts of extinct Indians—measles? syph- 
ilis? drink?—watched over the peace- 
fully browsing Harley-Davidsons and 
BMWs. Insects thrummed. Birds twit 
tered. Couples coupled. 

Although her heart was broken, Linda 
attended the party afterward. That was 
brave: it was good form. Her friends ex- 
pected it of h li suspected she 
So although her 
heart was broken, she didn’t want to miss 
the party. She had rejected an offer to be 
matron of honor, since she was an Orange 


County girl, raised in the tradition of de- 
corum, where а girl doesn't preside over 
her ex-husband’ ge to another 
man, but she wished the new conjugation 
well. However, she remarked to the lead 
er of the band: “My heart is broken, man. 
Say, you know I worked as girl Friday for 
John Lennon when Yoko and he were 
holed up in the Miyako Howl. Say, some 
people think she has like big hairy hands, 
but they aren't; they're just strong. I 
really liked her, man. 1 used to take them 
fresh o.j." 

No matter; the red splotches under her 


ken capillaries. Her nostrils were red, too, 
so if she was up. she wasn't really up, just 
snifing a litle coke so as to make it 
through the pastoral afternoon in a mead- 
ow on the heights of M Y 
motorcycles. plowing around, noise, d 
traction. the full 1973 Angels’ Nazi pro- 
duction, There were no human sacrifices 
today, for the message they brought was 
lov 


“Its a great dictionary, Dr. Johnson, 
but І do question your defining the word incest 
as ‘rolling your own. ” 


1 was her date for the afternoon, with 
hopes of keeping her from despair even if 
her heart was broken (that’s only а mer 
tal thing, it heals). I had to get used to 
the fact that she was completely confident 
of me but needed a little coke to make 
sure. 

To enjoy the music of 30 motorcycles 
tearing up a meadow, driven by wild 
greasers stuck all over with swastikas. 
leather and metal, you might tend to ask 
a little chemical aid. I made do with only 
a deep-seated masochism. 1 suppose there 
was а time when I imagined joyful tum. 
blings with Linda, because she seemed to 
be cute, essence of cute—quiddity of es 
sence of сше ш now I waveled with 
her in a state of bemusement, merely sur- 
prised most of the time, and seuling 
merely to find someone to surprise me. Fi 
nally 1 understand why girls resent men 
who grab at them first off, demandi 
bed as the reward for 
ble hours. The reason is that they suspect 
n be happy with a Linda, too: 
just because it’s fun to be in her com- 
pany; or, if not fun, lively; and every man 
seeks easy friendly funning, too, although 
he may seule for the distraction of a 
sweaty roll in the sack 

1 didn't give up the idea of sex. I was 
merely willing to postpone it 

I wondered if 1 had postponed our 
lovema s natural momen 


a man c 


g past 
was willing to think of h 
first, but maybe she required an immedi- 
ate kink. The kink who waits becomes а 
paternal figure—too bad for me. 

Or maybe, I prayed. a paternal kink. 

It wasn't all one-sided. She gave me a 
kind of wake-up generosity. As we were 
leaving the meadow, one of the Angels 
throomed up on his hawg and granted, 


as а friend 


“Hey, Linda. Jump on.” Ungh, ungh, 
ungh 

"lm with Frank here.” 

Ungh! 


Dump that creep. Jump.” 
“Frank's my new old man 

g me 

He stood there with his eyes bulging as 
if the leather thong around his neck were 
too tight. Probably thats why his eyes 
were bulging; that, plus a little deal with 
thyroid his metabolism had going: plus 
maybe the fistfuls of pills he swallowed to 
inspire his endeavors. He was still leaning 
there with one pointed hoof prodding the 
ground. 

Linda said sweetly, “You'd have to grab 
and rape me, and Lm sure Frank 
wouldn't stand around for that. So you'd 
have to kill him, too. 1 know I'm nice, 
but am I worth it" 

The Angel stared morosely. I could see 
the motes swimming Is. 
The eyes seemed nearer my head than his. 

“Well, I never rape a girl unless she 
wants to be raped,” he said. 

“Well, see you, then,” said Lind 
she turned, s 

How is it not prob: 


ross his eyeba 


hold 


ng my arm 
ble that one would. 
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“Hey, man.” The Angel was calling me. 
I stopped. Always polite. Linda took my 
elbow like a school guard and moved 
mc across the daisies, 

“Hey, man. 
Even she couldn't move me now. 

As I looked back, the Angel was smil- 
ng and touching himself. “Hey, hear the 
news? The one-star final, man? Someone 
died tomorrow. 

We went back to her place for a drop of 
tea, herbal tea, rose hips for a possible 

asal congestion. Linda sat down with 
two chipped mugs and asked nobody in 
particular: “I wonder if he ever kills a 
dude even if the dude doesn't ask to be 
kille 
“You think they did in that dealer from 
Texas?” 

“I didn’t know him personally, Frank. 
Actually, he was from Oklahoma, if that's 
where Tulsa is.” 

"The jury cleared them. 
Then they must be innocent, Frank. 
1 believe in the American judicial rip-off 
system, don't you?" 

Her eyes, if you could see them, were 
filled with faith. Perhaps it helped to 
know I was devoted to her, too, just as she 
was devoted to the jury system. The teller 
of this story was devoted to Linda because 
she enabled him to tie in directly. with- 
out paying tolls, to the lower levels of his 
brain, where he smelled girls, sent the 
blood to sudden anatomy lessons, knew 
that his throat would fill with blood be- 
cause of the mental stroke of love. She 
gave me reality because she was so 
strange. She kept me in touch with tri 
ity, She dispersed a regular dose of crisis. 
I wanted to be a disgrace to the life of the 
mind. Perhaps a good therapist would 
also receive the hint from all this: Ofte 
1 just wanted to die. It wasn't just in the 
middle of the night. It lasted whole week- 
ends or perhaps a whole year. 

He. 

All this happened to him. 

Next thing he knew, they had spent a 
night together. They; we. He discovered 
groans within his melancholia that no 
one had told him about. He discovered 


an ache of desire, and her chilly jokes 
only made him laugh, they did not dis- 
courage him, and he felt very powerful. 


He smelled the bed, the mattress, her 
arms. He sniffed and followed his nose. 
He levitated. He sighed. So now he was a 
man. He had taken charge. There was no 
dcubt she would love him. 

He took her home in the morning. 
There was an ache of exhaustion, but 
that made no difference. He slept. He 
had won something. He telephoned her 
and there was no answer. 

He kepr calling and her phone kept on 

ng. 
Nobody. Nothing. 


She disappcared. 
vowhere, 

In three weeks, when he had almost 
given up trying to find her. he discovered 
she was living with Van Dixon 
guitarist, in Mill Valley. A redwood 
house that had been featured in Rolling 
Stone, along with its dripping eucalyptus 
and mass bathing in the redwood tubs. 

He didn't feel jealousy. He was still a 
different man. No jealousy. He only felt 
a terrible loss, a blackness of loss; not 
even desire; just failure, dread, loss, grief. 

When he finally decided she was never 
going to call him. he tried one more time. 
Finally, she spoke with him. She didn't 
seem embarrassed. She was fine. He was 
fine. "I'm OK, youre OK." They were 
cheerful together. “I just сате to the 
conci she said, “a few days in the 
country would improve my color. 1 was 
nd of pale. I should get my energies to- 

You know, it's kind of freaky, 
paranoid, in the city. There is а living 
Space out here. Not just the trees and 
all. The aura, man, it’s different. So the 
days just run into the weeks, man, 
what she was 
a the city was him, 
was love, was his ignorance. She was talk 
ing and confiding how she liked the coun- 
try and she never scemed to remember 
that he had driven her out across the 
Golden Cate Bridge; this being in-love 
thing, that great night together, they 
were what finally wiped her out and made 
her discover a distressing paleness. 

At that moment, he knew no other way 
to be than icy- 

“hear you gave him the clap,” he said. 

In fact, he had heard they came to the 
city only to get a shot of penicillin, Van 
and Linda, together in his Mercedes 
sedan, both bending over for the needle. 

“What?” 

“I hear you gave him the clap.” 

Her sweet laughter. “That's not truc,” 
she said, “I didn't give him the dap and 
he didn't give me the clap. It just hap- 
pened we both had the clap at the same 
ume. 


When next he heard of her, she was 
carrying orange juice to Jolin and Yoko 
again when they returned to the Miyako 
Hotel—temporary help; and then she 
was the girlfriend of an actor who used to 
be a star, three years ago, and now was 
only the lead in a TV series, shooting 
mostly in San Fr һе was his San 
Francisco girl: and she had given up or- 
ganic waitressing. 

He saw her having dinner in the Natu- 
ral Sun, where she used to serve. She had 
Jost 20 pounds, her nose was red and she 
was just smearing the avocado on her 
plate, making green tracks with her fork. 
“I can't eat in this place,” she said. "He 
ripped off my customers. 

“What're you selling? Speed; 


ncisco—: 


“Oh, no, a dirty rotten lie, specd kills. 
Coke.” 

“You need to eat. You're sick." 

“He ripped off my customers. This 
place is just a front for coke. I told him 
about my customers and he ripped them 
off. I can't eat here.” 

"You don't look like you're eating at 
all" 

“1 can't eat anyplace. They all rip me 
off.” When she smiled, her teeth were yel- 
low, her gums were showing, there were 
spaces as if her teeth were subtly shifting. 
He remembered those perfect doctor's- 
daughter teeth. But the smile was the one 
she used to dazzle him with and make 
boredom unboring with. “I'm sorry I 
ripped you off, Frank,” she said. “1 gave 
you a bad time. I don't know how I could, 
since I'm not worth it, but I guess I 
You did," he said. 

She waited. 

“That's all right,” he said, “you're 
worth it. 

He meant he was willing to be ripped 
oll. 

"Brave bo: 
wasn't it?” 
Шу he didn't like being played 
with. "These were words from a scenario. 
and he didn't like them. Not liking them 
led pity. He just got out, leaving the 
ips tea on his table and the girl who 
t eat still пос cating. 
ne he saw her was in re- 
sponse to a telephone call. “Frank, he's 
killed me.” 

When he got there, she was lying on a 
bed that hadn't been made in montis, 
The place looked as if six Angels had 
been camping in it, but there was only 
one, the friend from the wedding, stand- 
ing over her and holding a glass of water. 
It was the friend who didn’t rape a girl 
unless she asked to be raped. He looked. 
wobbly. Linda looked as if she were fad- 
ing in and out of shock. 

The Angel glared at Frank with that 
Teather shoelace still ht around his 
neck. He said: “I tole her to call you. 

"My father's a doctor, I know what he 
did to me," she said. "He broke some 
ribs." 

She was comin' through all over me. 
She was, I was tryin’ to stop her, what she 
doin’. Listen, man, it takes a power- 
ful woman to make me so mean—you 
calling the pigs?” 

Doctor 

He stood there till the doctor came. She 
would probably be OK if a rib hadn't. 
punctured а lung. When the buzzer rang, 
the Angel's eyes gave a little extra bulge 
and he went out the window, just in case. 
OK, better that way. Frank could handle 
the explanations. 

Linda was finished as a pretty little 
thing. Whatever came next, it wouldn't 
be pretty. Frank could go back to stying 


Tabout himself. 


she said. "It was still fun, 


nk said. 
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JOHN KENNETH GALBRAITH, NOTED ECONOMIST. EXPLAINS WHY 
YOU'RE CONFUSED ABOUT INTERNATIONAL FINANCE AND POINTS A FIN- 
GER AT THE REAL CAUSES OF THE DOLLAR DILEMMA IN “A LAYMAN'S 
GUIDE TO MONETARY CRISES” 


‘CANDICE BERGEN, REPORTING ON HER TRIP TO PEKING, ASKS HER- 
SELF: “CAN A CULTURAL WORKER FROM BEVERLY HILLS FIND 
HAPPINESS IN THE PEOPLE'S REPUBLIC OF CHINA?” 


V. S. PRITCHETT INTRODUCES US TO AN ELDERLY GENTLEMAN WHO 
SETS OUT TO GET A HAIRCUT—AND FINDS MUCH MORE—“THE SPREE" 


MARSHALL BRICKMAN CONCOCTS A HILARIOUSLY SATIRICAL, OUT- 
THE-WINDOW QUIZ ON "SEXUAL BEHAVIOR PATTERNS" 


MORTON HUNT TREATS THE SAME SUBJECT SERIOUSLY IN “SEXUAL 
BEHAVIOR IN THE 19705,'* PART Ili: WHAT'S HAPPENING IN THE CON- 
JUGAL BED, AND PART IV: WHAT GOES ON OUTSIDE IT 


SEAN O'FAOLAIN SPINS A YARN ABOUT A GALLIC DIPLOMAT CONQUERED 
BY AN IRISHWOMAN: “DURLING, OR THE FAITHLESS WIFE” 


ART BUCHWALD EXPOSES THE NEW MORAL ROT THAT'S EATING AWAY 
AT THE FIBER OF MIDDLE AMERICA: **TENNIS SWAPPING” 


D. KEITH MANO GOES TO DISNEY WORLD, WHERE HIS PLAYBOY CRE- 
DENTIALS ARE UNWELCOME. HE STICKS AROUND ANYWAY AND DIGS UP 
PLENTY ON “А REAL MICKEY MOUSE OPERATION” 


GUNTER GRASS CONTRIBUTES AN EERIE, SYMBOLIC SHORT-SHORT 
STORY ABOUT A FEW FATEFUL MOMENTS SPENT ON “THE ESCALATOR” 


JOHN GREGORY DUNNE AND DAN GREENBURG PAIR UP FOR A DOU- 
BLE-WHAMMY PACKAGE: “LOVE & LUST IN *VEGAS*” 


GARRY WILLS EXAMINES THE MORALITY (OR LACK OF IT) THAT GAVE 
US WATERGATE: “THE TYRANNY OF WEAKNESS” 


AN INTERVIEW WITH PLAYBOY EDITOR-PUBLISHER HUGH HEFNER; 
“PINUPS,” A NOSTALGIC PORTFOLIO OF BEAUTIES, NEWLY PHOTO- 
GRAPHED; ROBERT MORLEY'S VISIT TO AFRICA; ASTROLOGICAL 
PREDICTIONS OF LIFE THE WAY IT REALLY IS IN “THE BUMMER HORO- 
SCOPE” BY JOHN BLUMENTHAL; FICTION BY JOHN UPDIKE AND 
ROGER PRICE; “SKETCHES OF A DARK ISLAND,” AN UNSETTLING 
TRIP TO HAITI BY BRUCE JAY FRIEDMAN; A SCRAPBOOK HISTORY OF 
PLAYBOY; O'CONNELL DRISCOLL'S ACCOUNT OF THE TRAVELS OF A 
47-YEAR-OLD COMIC—FROM MIAMI TO MUNICH TO LITTLE-LEAGUE BALL 
PARK—“JERRY LEWIS HAS A BIRTHDAY"; A 20-YEAR PLAYMATE 
RETROSPECTIVE; “UNCLE SHELBY'S MOTHER GOOSE,” A NOT-FOR- 
THE-KIDDIES RETELLING BY SHEL SILVERSTEIN; LITTLE ANNIE 
FANNY; ARNOLD ROTH'S ZANY “HISTORY OF SEX"; THE RETURN 
OF THE BEAUTIFUL MISS BENTON, *BARBI'S ВАСК!”; DRINKS FOR THE 
FESTIVE SEASON; AND GIFTS TO MAKE GIVING AND GETTING A TREAT. 


*Behind us 40 tons of thundering Australian surf... 
ahead of us anobstacle course of jagged rocks? 


“If Hawaii's thundering 
waves don't wipe you out... 
try ridingthe wild water of 
Australia's Tasman Sea 
in a kayak. All it takes is 
balance, boatsmanship... 
and bats in your belfry. 


“Wham! A breaker walloped 
us! | felt like | was caught 
inthespin cycle of a giant 
washing machine. And 
when Cindy found a limp 
ragon the beach, 

l realized it was me. 


“Later, we toasted our 
adventure with 
Canadian Clubat Doyle's 
Restaurant in Sydney." 
Wherever you go, C.C. 

"ЧИ welcomes you. More 

peopleappreciate its incomparable 

taste. Atastethat never stops pleasing. 

It'sthewhisky that's perfect company 

alleveninglong. Canadian Club— 

“The Best In The House"* in 87 lands. 


Imported in bottle from Canada. 


Tareyton is better 
dua is why 


Tareyton's activated charcoal delivers a better taste. 
A taste no plain white filter can match. 


Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined 
That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health. 


King Size: 19 mg. "tar", 1.3 mg. nicotine; 100 mm: 20 mg. "tar", 14 mg. nicotine: av, per cigarette, FTC Report Feb. ‘73 


10272 LOOS | 


we ZAEV, 


TREES 


EL سسس‎ ла 


p 


